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To   Her   Grace   the 

Duchess  of  Port/mouth. 

Madam, 

WE  R  E  it  poffible  for  me  to  let  the 
World  know,  how  intirely  Your 
Grace's  Goodnefs  has  devoted  a 
poor  Man  to  your  Service :  Were  there 
Words  enough  in  Speech  to  exprefs  the 
mighty  Senfe  I  have  of  your  great  Bounty 
towards  me  ;  furcly  I  fhould  write  and  talk 
of  it  for  ever:  But  your  Grace  has  given 
me  fo  large  a  Theme,  and  laid  lb  very  vail 
a  Foundation,  that  Imagination  wants  Stock 
to  build  upon  it.  I  am  as  one  dumb  when 
I  would  fpeak  of  it  •,  and  when  I  drive  to 
write,  I  want  a  Scale  of  Thought  fufficient 
to  comprehend  the  Height  of  it.  Forgive 
me  then,  Madam,  if  (as  a  poor  Peafant  once 
A  2  made 


4  DEDICATION. 

made  a  Prefent  of  an  Apple  to  an  Empe- 
ror) I  bring  this  fmall  Tribute,  the  humble 
Growth  of  my  little  Garden,  and  lay  it  at 
your  Feet,  Believe  it  is  paid  you  with  the 
utmoft  Gratitude  :  Believe,  that,  fo  long  as  I 
have  Thought  to  remember  how  very  much 
I  owe  your  generous  Nature,  I  will  ever 
have  a  Heart  that  mail  be  grateful  for  it  too. 
Your  Grace,  next  Heaven,  deferves  it  am- 
ply from  me  :  That  gave  me  Life,  but  on 
a  hard  Condition  ;  till  your  extended  Fa- 
vour taught  me  to  prize  the  Gift,  and  took 
the  heavy  Burden  it  was  clogged  with  from 
me,  I  mean,  hard  Fortune.  When  I  had 
Enemies,  that  with  malicious  Power,  kept 
back  and  (haded  me  from  thofe  royal  Beams, 
whofe  Warmth  is  all  I  have,  or  hope  to  live 
^by  :  Your  noble  Pity  and  Compafilon  found 
me,  where  I  was  caft  backward  from  my 
Bleffing,  down  in  the  Rear  of  Fortune,  call- 
ed me  up,  placed  me  in  the  Shine,  and  I 
have  felt  its  Comfort.  You  have  in  that 
reftored  me  to  my  native  Right  j  for  a  ftea- 
dy  Faith  and  Loyalty  to  my  Prince  was  all 
the  Inheritance  my  Father  left  me  •,  and, 
however  hardly  my  ill  Fortune  deal  with 
me,  'tis  what  I  prize  fo  well,  that  I  never 
pawn'd  it  yet,  and  hope  I  fhall  never  part 
with  it.  Nature  and  Fortune  were  certain- 
ly in  League,  when  You  were  born  •,  and 
as  the  firft  took  Care  to  give  you  Beauty 

enough 
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enough    to   enflave   the    Hearts  of  all  the 
World  ;    To  the    other    refolv'd    to    do  its 
Merit   Juftice,    that    none  but  a  Monarch 
fit  to  rule  the  World  fhould  e'er  pofiefs  it  ; 
and  in  it  he  had  an  Empire.     The  young 
Prince  You  have  given  him,  by  his  bloom- 
i  ig  Virtues  early  declares  the  mighty  Stock 
he  came  from  :   And  as  you  have  taken  all 
the  pious  Care  of  a  dear  Mother,  and  a  pru- 
dent Guard  an,    to   give  him  a  noble  and 
generous   Education  •,    may    it  fucceed  ac- 
cording to    his  Merits  and  Your  Wifhes  : 
May  he  grow  up  to  be  a  Bulwark  to  his  il- 
lu.lrious  Father,  and  a  Patron  to  his  loyal 
Subjects  ;    with  Wifdom   and  Learning  to 
afiitt  him,  whenever  call'd  to  his  Councils  •, 
to  defend  his  Right   againft  the  Incroach- 
ments  of   Republicans  in   his  Senates  -,    to 
cherifh  fuch  Men  as  fhall  be  able  to  vindi- 
cate the  Royal  Caufe  ;    that  good  and  fie 
Servants  to  the  Crown  may  never  be  loft  for 
want  of  a  Protector.     May  he  have  Cou- 
rage and  Conduit    fit   to  fight   his  Battles 
Abroad,  and  terrify  his  Rebels  at   Home : 
And,  that  all  thefe  mav  be  yet  more  fure, 
may  he  never,   during  the  Spring-time  of  his 
Years,    when  thofe  growing  Virtues  ought 
with  Care  to  be  cherihYd  in   order  to  their 
Ripening  •,   may  he  never  meet  with  vicious 
Natures,    or  the  Tongues  of  faithlefs,  for- 
did,   iniipid  Flatterers,    to   blaft  'em.     To 
A  3  con- 
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conclude,  may  he  be  as  great  as  the  Hand 
of  Fortune  (with  his  Honour)  fhall  be  able 
to  make  him  :  And  may  Your  Grace,  who 
are  fo  good  a  Miftrefs,  and  fo  noble  a  Pa- 
tronefs,  never  meet  with  a  lefs  grateful  Ser- 
vant, than, 


Madam, 
Tour  Grace's 

inthely  devoted  Creature^ 

Tho.  Otway, 


PRO 
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N  thefe  diftracled  Times,  when  each  Man  dreads 
The  bloody  Stratagems  of  bufy  Heads  : 
When  we  have  feared  three  Tears  ive  know  not  what, 
'Till  IVitneffes  began  to  die  o'  th'  Rot ; 
What  made  our  Poet  meddle  with  a  Plot  ? 
Was't  that  he  fancy  d,  for  the  -very  Sake 
And  'Name  of  Plot-,   his  trifling  Play  might  take  ? 
For  there's  not  in't  one  Inch-board  Evidence  ; 
But  'tis,  he  fays,  to  Rcaftn  plain  and  Senfe  ; 
And  that  he  thinks  a  plaufble  Defence. 
Were  Truth  by  Senfe  and  Rcafon  to  be  try'd, 
Sure  all  our  Swearers  might  be  laid  aflde  ; 
No ;  offuch  Tools  our  Author  has  no  Need, 
To  make  his  Plot,  or  make  his  Play  fucceed  ; 
He  of  black  Bills  has  no  prodigious  Tales, 
Or  Spanifh  Pilgrims  cajl  ajhore  in  Wales  : 
Here's  not  one  murder' d  Magiflrate,  at  leaf, 
Kept  rank,  like  Ven'fon  for  a  City  Feafl, 
Grown  four  Days  ft  iff,  the  better  to  prepare 
And  ft  his  pliant  Limbs  to  ride  in  Chair. 
Yet  here's  an  Army  rais'd,  tho*  under  Ground, 
But  no  Man  feen,  nor  one  Commiffion  found  : 
Here  is  a  Traytor  too,  that's  very  old, 
Turbulent,  Jubtle,  mifekievcus,   and  bold, 
Bloody,   revengeful ;   and — to  crown  his  Part, 
Loves  Fumbling  with  a  Wench  with  all  his  Heart  : 
'Till,  after  having  mar.y  Changes  paft, 
In  fpite  of  Age  (thanks  t'  Heaven)  is  hang'd  at  laft  : 
Next  is  a  Senator  that  keeps  a  Whore, 
In  Venice  none  a  higher  Office  bore, 
To  Lewdnefs  ev'ry  Night  the  Leachcr  ran  ; 
Shew  me,  all  London,  fuch  another  Mr.n  ; 
Match  him  at  Mother  Crefwell'/,   if  ycu  can. 
O  Poland  !  Poland  !  had  it  Been  thy  Lot, 
T'  have  heard  in  Time  of  this  Venetian  Plot, 
Thou  furely  chofen  hadft  one  King  ft 
And  honour' d  them,  as  thou  haft  England  fmce. 

Dramatis 
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Dramatis  Perfbnae. 


n 
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Mr.  D.  Wifliams. 
Mr.  Bowman. 

Mr.  Leigh. 

Mr.  Gilh. 

Mr.  Bettertorr. 
Mr.  &w/rA. 
Mr.  Wihjhire. 
Mr.  Pet-aval. 


>?. 


MEN. 
Duke  of  Venice. 
Priu/i,  Father  to  Belvidera,  a 

Senator. 
Antonia,  a  fine  Speaker  in  the 

Senate. 
Bedamar,   the  Sfanijh  Am'oaf- 

fador. 

Pierre, 

Renau'ty 

Spinofa, 

Theodore, 

Eliot, 

Revillido, 

Durand, 

Mezzano, 

Bramveil, 

lemon, 

Brabe, 


WOMEN. 
Belvidera,  Mrs.  Barry. 

Aquilina,  Mrs.  Currer. 

Two  Women,  Attendants  on  Belvidera. 

Two  Women,  Servants  to  Aquilina. 

The  Council  of  Ten. 

Officer,  Guard,  Friar,  Executioner,  and  Rabble. 
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ACT    I.        SCENE    I. 

Enter   PRIULI    and  J  A  F  F  I  E  R. 

P  R  I  U  L  1. 

NO    more !    I'll  hear  no  more ;    be  gone  and 
leave  me. 
Jaff.  Not  hear  me!    by  my  Suffering,    but 
you  mall ! 
My  Lord,  my  Lord  !  I'm  not  that  abjeft  Wretch 
You  think  me  :   Patience  !  wherc's  the  Dilhnce  throws 
Me  back  fo  far,  but  I  may  boldly  fpeak 
In  Right,   tho'  proud  Oppreflion  will  not  hear  me  ? 
Pii.    Have  you  not  wror,o;'d  me  ? 
Jqf-   Could  my  Nature  e'er 
Have  brook'd  Injuftice,  or  the  doing  Wrongs, 
I  need  not  now  thus  low  have  (%pt  myfelf 
To  gain  a  Hearing  from  a  cruel  Father. 
Wrong'd  you  ! 

Pri.  Yes,   wrong'd  me  in  the  niceft  Point, 
The  Honour  of  my  Houfe ;  you've  done  me  Wrong. 

You 
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You  may  remember  (for  I  now  will  fpeak, 

And  urge  its  Bafenefs)   when  you  firft  came  Home 

From  Travel,  with  fuch  Hopes  as  made  you  look'd  on 

By  all  Men's  Eyes,  a  Youth  of  Expectation  ; 

Pleas'd  with  your  growing  Virtue,   I  receiv'd  you  ; 

Courted,  and  fought  to  raife  you  to  your  Merits  : 

My  Houfe,  my  Table,  nay,  my  Fortune  too, 

My  very  Self  was  yours,  you  might  have  us'd  me 

To  your  beft  Service  ;  like  an  open  Friend 

I  treated,  trufted  you,  and  thought  you  mine  : 

When,  in  Requital  of  my  beft  Endeavours, 

You  treacheroufly  pra&is'd  to  undo  me, 

Seduc'd  the  Weaknefs  of  my  Age's  Darling, 

My  only  Child,  and  ftole  her  from  my  Boibm  : 

Oh!  Belvidera! 

Jaff.  'Tis  to  me  you  owe  her. 
Childlefs  you  had  been  elfe,  and  in  the  Grave 
Your  Name  extintt  j  no  more  Priuli  heard  of. 
You  may  remember,  fcarce  five  Years  are  paft, 
Since  in  your  Brigantine  you  fail'd  to  fee 
The  ddriatick  wedded  by  our  Duke  j 
And  I  was  with  you  :  Your  unlkilful  Pilot 
Dafh'd  us  upon  a  Rock  ;   when  to  your  Boat 
You  made  for  Safety  :  Enter'd  firft  yourfelf ; 
Th'  affrighted  Belvidera,  following  next, 
As  fhe  ftood  trembling  on  the  VeflePs  Side, 
Was  by  a  Wave  wafh'd  off  into  the  Deep; 
When  inftantly  I  plung'd  into  the  Sea, 
And,  buffeting  the  Billows  to  her  Refcue, 
Redeem'd  her  Life  with  half  the  Lofs  of  mine. 
Like  a  rich  Conquefl,  in  one  Hand  I  bore  her, 
And  with  the  other  dafh'd  the  faucy  Waves, 
That  throng'd  and  prefs'd  to  rob  me  of  my  Prize : 
I  brought  her,  gave  her  to  your  defpairing  Arms  : 
Indeed  you  thank'd  me ;  but  a  nobler  Gratitude 
'Rofe  in  her  Soul :  For  from  that  Hour  fhe  lov'd  me, 
'Till  for  her  Life  fhe  paid  me  with  herfelf. 

PH.  You  ftole  her  from  me ;  like  a  Thief  you  ftoh 
her, 
At  dead  of  Night ;  that  curfed  Hour  you  chofe 
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To  rifle  me  of  all  my  Heart  held  dear. 
May  all  your  Joys  in  her  prove  falfe  like  mine  ; 
A  fterile  Fortune,  and  a  barren  Bed, 
Attend  you  both;  continual  Difccrd  make 
Your  Days  and  Nights  bhter  and  grievous  flill : 
May  the  hard  Hand  of  a  vexatious  Need 
Opprefs  and  grind  you ;  till  at  laft  you  find 
The  Curfe  of  Difobedience  all  your  Portion. 

Jaff.  Half  of  your  Curfe  you  have  beftow'd  in  vain  j 
Heav'n  has  already  crown'd  our  faithful  Loves 
With  a  young  Eoy,  fweet  as  his  Mother's  Beauty  : 
May  he  live  to  prove  more  gentle  than  his  Grandfire, 
And  happier  than  his  Father. 

Pri.  Rather  live 
To  bate  thee  for  his  Bread,  and  din  your  Ears 
With  hungry  Cries;  whilft  his  unhappy  Mother 
Sits  down  and  weeps  in  Bitternefs  of  Want. 

Jaff.  You  talk,  as  if  'xwonld  pleafe  you. 

Pri.  'Twould,  by  Heaven ! 
Once  {he  was  dear  indeed  ;   the  Drops  that  fell 
From  my  fad  Heart,  when  fhe  forgot  her  Duty, 
The  Fountain  of  my  Life  was  not  fo  precious : 
But  fhe  is  gone  ;  and,  if  I  am  a  Man, 
I  will  forget  her. 

Jaff.  Would  I  were  in  my  Grave. 

Pri.  And  fhe  too  with  thee  : 
For,  living  here,  you're  but  my  curs'd  Remembrancers, 
I  once  was  happy. 

Jaff.  You  life  me  thus,  becaufe  you  know  my  Soul 
Is  fond  of  Bclvidtra  :  You  perceive 
My  Life  feeds  on  her,  therefore  thus  you  treat  me/ 
Oh  !  could  my  Soul  ever  have  found  Sariety ; 
Were  I  that  Thief,  the  Doer  of  fuch  Wrongs 
As  you  upbraid  me  with,  what  hinders  me, 
But  I  mi;  >]      end  her  back  to  you  with  Contunely, 
And  court  my  Fortune  where  fhe  would  be  'maer  ? 
Pri.   Yon  dare  not  do't. 

Jaff.  indeed,  my  Lord,  I  dare  not.' 
My  Heart,  3  me,  is  too  much  my  Matter : 

Three  Years  ate  r  :ll,  fince  firft  our  Vows  were  plighted, 

During 
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During  which  Time,  the  World  mud  bear  me  witnefs, 
I've  treated  Bel-videra  like  your  Daughter, 
The  Daughter  of  a  Senator  of  Venice  : 
Diffraction,  Place,  Attendance,  and  Obfervance, 
Due  to  her  Birth,  fhe  always  has  commanded  : 
Out  of  my  little  Fortune  I've  done  this ; 
Becaufe  (rho'  hopelefs  e'er  to  win  your  Nature) 
The  World  might  fee  I  lov'd  her  for  herfelf, 
Not  as  the  Heirefs  of  the  great  Priuli, 
Pri.  No  more. 

Jajf.  Yes,  all,  and  then  adieu  for  ever. 
There's  not  a  Wretch,  that  lives  on  common  Charity, 
Eut's  happier  than  me  :  For  I've  known 
The  lufcious  Sweets  of  Plenty  ;  every  Night 
Have  flept  with  foft  Content  about  my  Head, 
And  never  wak'd  but  to  a  joyful  Morning  : 
Yet  now  mult  fall  like  a  full  Ear  of  Corn, 
Whofe  Bloflbm  'fcap'd,  yet's  wither'd  in  the  Ripening. 

Pri.  Home,  and  be  humble,  ftudy  to  retrench  j 
Difcharge  the  lazy  Vermin  of  thy  Hall, 
Thofe  Pageants  of  thy  Folly  : 
Reduce  the  glitt'ring  Trappings  of  thy  Wife 
To  humble  Weeds,  fit  for  thy  little  State  : 
Then  to  fome  fuburb  Cottage  both  retire  ; 
Drudge  to  feed  loathfome  Life  ;  get  Brats  and  flarve— 
Home,  Home,  I  fay.————  [Exit. 

Jaff.  Yes,  if  my  Heart  would  let  me 

This  proud,  this  fwelling  Heart :  Home  I  would  go, 
But  that  my  Doors  are  hateful  to  my  Eyes, 
Fill'd  and  damm'd  up  with  gaping  Creditors, 
Waxchful  as  Fowlers  when  their  Game  will  fpring : 
I've  now  not  fifty  Ducats  in  the  World, 
Yet  fUWl'm  in  Love,  and  pleas'd  with  Ruin. 

Oh  i  BhAdera  /  Qh !  fhe  is  my  Wife 

And  we  NUl  bear  our  wayward  Fate  together, 
Bat  ne'er  \w  Comfort  more. 

E?2ter  Pierre. 
Pier.  MyV^n^f  a,  Good-morrow,  ■  * 

How  fares  the  honelt  Part'ner  of  my  Heart  ? 
What,  melancholy  ?  not  a  Word  to  fpare  me  ! 

7«f 
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Jaff.  I'm  thinking,  Pierre,  how  that  damn'd  ftarving 
Call'd  Honefty,  got  Footing  in  the  World.       [Quality, 

Pier.  Why,  powerful  Villainy  firft  fet  it  up, 
For  its  own  Eafe  and  Safety  ;  Honeft  Men 
Are  the  (aft  eafy  Culhions,  on  which  Knaves 
Repofe  and  fatten  :   Were  all  Mankind  Villains, 
They'd  ftarvc  each  other ;  Lawyers  would  want  Practice, 
Cut-throats  Rewards:  Each  Man  would  kill  hi  e  Brother 
Himfclf ;  none  would  be  paid  or  hang'd  for  Murder: 
Honefty  !  'twas  a  Cheat  invented  firll 
To  bind  the  Hands  of  bold  deferving  Rogues, 
That  Fools  and  Cowards  might  fit  fafe  in  Power, 
And  lord  it  uncontroul'd  above  their  Betters. 
Jaff.  Then  f  lonefty  is  but  a  Notion  ? 
Pier.  Nothing  elfe, 
Like  Wit,  much  talk'd  of,  not  to  be  defin'd  : 
He  that  pretends  to  moft  too  has  leaft  Share  In't : 
a  ragged  Virtue.     Honefty  !  no  more  on't. 
J  off.  Sure  thou  art  honeft? 
Pier.  So  indeed  Men  think  me  ; 
But  they  are  miftaken,  Jaffier  :  I  am  a  Rogue 
As  wel!  as  they  ; 

A  fine  gay  bold-fac'd  Villain,  as  thou  feeft  me. 
'Pis  true,  I  pay  my  Debts,  when  they're  contracted ^ 
1  ileal  from  no  Man;  would  not  cut  a  Throat 
J  1  gain  Aiimiifion  to  a  great  Man's  Purfe, 

■'s  Bed  ;   I'd  not  betray  my  Friend 
To  get  his  Place  or  Fortune  ;  I  fcorn  to  flatter 

wn-up  Fool  above  me  to  crufh  the  Wretch  beneath 
Jafliet,  for  all  this  I  am  a  Villain.  [me  : 

Jaff.  A  Villain  ! 

Pier.  Yes,  and  a  moft  notorious  Villain  ; 
lu  fee  the  Sufferings  of  my  Fellow-creatures, 
And  own  myfelf  a  Man  :  To  fee  our  Senators 
Cheat  the  deluded  People  with  a  Shew 
Of  Liberty,  which  yet  they  ne're  muft  tafte  of. 
They  lay,  by  .them  our  Hands  are  free  from  Fetters, 
Yet  whom  they  pleafe  they  lay  in  bafeft  Bonds; 
Bring  whom  the)-  pleafe  to  Infamy  and  Sorrow  ; 
Drive  us  like  Wrecks  down  the  rough  Tide  of  Power, 
Whilft  no  Hold  is  to  fave  us  from  Deftruclion. 

B  All 
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All  that  bear  this  are  Villains :  and  I  one, 
Not  to  rouze  up  at  the  greateft  Call  of  Nature, 
And  check  the  Growth  of  thefe  domeftic  Spoilers, 
That  make  us  Slaves,  and  tell  us  'tis  our  Charter. 

Jaff.  Oh  !  Aquilinia  !  Friend,  to  lofe  fuch  Beauty, 
The  deareft  Purchafe  of  thy  noble  Labours ! 
She  was  thy  Right  by  Conquefl,  as  by  Love. 

Pier.  Oh  !  Jaffier  !  I  had  fo  fix'd  my  Heart  upon  her, 
That  wherefoe'er  I  fram'd  a  Scheme  of  Life 
For  Time  to  come,  fhe  was  my  only  Joy, 
With  which  I  wifh'd  to  fweeten  future  Cares  y 
I  fancy'd  Pleafures,  none,  but  one  that  loves 
And  doats  as  I  did,  can  imagine  like  'em  : 
When  in  the  Extremity  of  all  thefe  Hopes, 
In  the  moft  charming  Hour  of  Expectation, 
Then,  when  our  eager  Wifhes  foar  the  higheft, 
Ready  to  ftoop  and  grafp  the  lovely  Game, 
A  haggard  Owl,  a  worthlefs  Kite  of  Prey, 
With  his  foul  Wings  fail'd  in,  and  fpoil'd  my  Quarry. 

Jaff.  I  know  the  Wretch,  and  fcorn  him  as  thou 
hat'ft  him. 

Pier,  Curfe  on  the  common  Good  that's  fo  protected, 
Where  every  Slave,  that  heaps  up  Wealth  enough 
To  do  much  Wrong,  becomes  the  Lord  of  Right  A 
I,  who  believ'd  no  111  could  e'er  come  near  me, 
Found  in  the  Embraces  of  my  Aquilina 
A  wretched  old,  but  itching  Senator, 
A  wealthy  Fool,  that  had  bought  out  my  Title : 
A  Rogue  that  ufes  Beauty  like  a  Lamb-flun, 
Barely  to  keep  him  warm  ;  that  filthy  Cuckow  too 
Was,  in  my  Abfence,  crept  into  my  Neft, 
And  fpoiling  all  my  Brood  of  noble  Pleafure. 

'Jaff.  Didii  thou  not  chace  him  thence  ? 

Pier.  I  did,  and  drove 
The  rank  old-bearded  Hirco  flinking  Home  : 
The  Matter  was  complain'd  of  in  the  Senate, 
I  fummon'd  to  appear,  and  cenfur'd  bafely, 
For  violating  fomething  they  call  Privilege-  ■  ■  ■ 
This  was  the  Recompence  of  my  Service  : 
Would  I'd  been  rather  beaten  by  a  Coward, 
A  Soldier's  Miltrefs,  Jaffer,  is  his  Religion ; 

When 
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When  that's  profan'd,  all  other  Ties  are  broken  : 
That  even  diflblves  all  former  Bonds  of  Service  ; 
And  from  that  Hour  I  think  myfelf  as  free 
To  be  the  Foe,  as  e'er  the  Friend  of  Venice-— 
Nay,  dear  Revenge,  whene'er  thou  call'ft,  I'm  ready. 

Jciff.  I  think  no  Safety  can  be  here  for  Virtue, 
And  grieve,  my  Friend,  as  much  as  thou,  to  live 
In  fuch  a  wretched  State  as  this  of  Venice, 
Where  all  agree  to  fpoil  the  publick  Good  ; 
And  Villains  fatten  with  the  brave  Man's  Labours. 

Pier.  We've  neither  Safety,  Unity,  nor  Peace,  my 
Friend, 
For  the  Foundation's  loft  of  common  Good  ; 
Juftice  is  lame  as  well  as  blind  amongft  us  ; 
The  Laws  (corrupted  to  their  Ends  that  make  'em) 
Serve  but  for  Inftruments  of  fome  new  Tyranny, 
That  every  Day  ftarts  up  to  enflave  us  deeper. 
Now  could  this  glorious  Caufe  but  find  out  Friends 
To  do  it  right,  oh  Jaffier  !  then  might'ft  thou 
Not  wear  thefe  Seals  of  Woe  upon  thy  Face  ; 
The  proud  Priuli  fliould  be  taught  Humanity, 
And  learn  to  value  fuch  a  Son  as  thou  art. 
I  dare  not  fpeak,  but  my  Heart  bleads  this  Moment. 

Jaff.  Curfe  be  the  Caufe,  tho'  I  thy  Friend  be  Part 
Let  me  partake  the  Troubles  of  thy  Bofom,         [on't : 
For  I  am  us'd  to  Mis'ry,  and  perhaps 
May  find  a  Way  to  fwcetcn't  to  thy  Spirit. 

Pier.  Too  foon  'twill  reach  thy  Knowledge     ■    ■ 

Jaff'  Then  from  thee 
Let  it  proceed.     There's  Virtue  in  thy  Fricndfhip, 
Would  make  the  faddeft  Tale  of  Sorrow  pleafing. 
Strengthen  my  Conftancy,  and  welcome  Ruin. 

Pier,  Then  thou  art  ruin'd  ! 

Jaff.  That  I  long  fince  knew  ; 
I  and  ill  Fortune  have  been  long  acquainted. 

Pier.  I  pafs'd  this  very  Moment  by  thy  Doors, 
And  found  them  guarded  by  a  Troop  of  Villains  j 
The  Sons  of  publick  Rapine  were  deftroying. 
They  told  me,  by  the  Sentence  of  the  Law 
They  had  Commiffion  to  feize  all  thy  Fortune  : 
Nay  more,  Priu/i's  cruel  Hand  had  fign'd  it. 
Heie  ftood  a  Ruffian  with  a  horrid  Face, 
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Lording  it  o'er  a  Pile  of  maffey  Plate, 

Tumbled  into  a  Heap  for  publick  Sale ; 

There  was  another  making  villainous  Jells 

At  thy  Undoing,  he  had  ta'en  Pofieffion 

Of  all  thy  ancient  moft  domeftick  Ornaments 

Rich  Hangings  intermixed  and  wrought  with  Gold  : 

The  very  Bed,  which  on  thy  Wedding-Night 

Receiv'd  thee  to  the  Arms  of  Bcl<videra  ; 

The  Scene  of  all  thy  Joys  was  violated 

By  the  coarfe  Hands  of  filthy  Dungeon  Villains, 

And  thrown  amongft  the  common  Lumber. 

J  off.  Now  thank  Heav'n 

Pier.  Thank  Heav'n  !   for  what  ? 

Jaff.  That  I'm  not  worth  a  Ducat.  [Venice. 

Pier.  Curfe  thy  duli  Stars,  and  the  worft  Fate  of 
Where  Brothers,  Friends,  and  Fathers  are  all  falie  ; 
Where  there's  no  Truth,  no  Truth;  where  Innocence 
Stoops  under  vile  Opprelfions,  and  Vice  lords  it. 
Hadft  thou  but  feen,  as  I  did,  how  at  laft 
Thy  beauteous  Be^uidera,  like  a  Wretch 
That's  doom'd  to  Banifhment,  came  weeping  forth, 
Shining  thro'  Tears,  like  jfpril-Sxxjak  in  Showers, 
That  labour  to  o'ercome  the  Cloud  that  loads  'em  ; 
Whilft  two  young  Virgins,  on  whofe  Arms  lhe  lean'd, 
Kindly  look'd  up,  and  at  her  Grief  grew  fad, 
As  if  they  catch'd  the  Sorrows  that  fell  from  her; 
E'en  the  lewd  Rabble,  that  were  gather'd  round 
To  fee  the  Sight,  flood  mute  when  they  beheld  her  ; 
Govern'd  their  roaring  Throats,  and  grumbled  Pity  ; 
I  could  have  hugg'd  the  greaiy  Rogues ;  They  pleas'd 

Jaff\  I  thank  thee  for  this  Story  from  my  Soul,    [me. 
Since  now  I  know  the  worft  that  can  befal  me  : 
Ah,  Pierre  !  I  have  a  Heart  that  could  have  borne 
The  rougheft  Wrong  my  Fortune  could  have  done  me; 
But  when  I  think  what  Belvidera  feels, 
The  Bitternefs  her  tender  Spirits  tafte  of. 
I  own  myfelf  a  Coward  :   Bear  my  Weaknefs  ; 
Jf,  throwing  thus  my  Arms  about  thy  Neck, 
I  play  the  Boy,  and  blubber  in  thy  Bofom  : 
Oh  !  I  mail  drown  thee  with  my  Sorrows. 

Pier.  Burn, 
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Firft  burn,  and  level  Venice  to  thy  Ruin. 
What !  Starve  like  Beggars  Brats  in  frofty  Weather 
Under  a  Hedge,  and  wh'ne  ourfelves  to  Death  ! 
Thou,  or  thy  Caufe,  (hall  never  want  Affiftance, 
Whilft  I  have  Blood  or  Fortune  fit  to  ferve  thee : 
Command  my  Heart;  thou'rt  every  Way  its  Mailer. 

Jaff.  No,  there's  a  fecret  Pride  in  bravely  doing. 

Pier.  Rats  die  in  Holes  and  Corners,  Dogs  run  mad  j 
Man  knows  a  braver  Remedy  for  Sorrow  ; 
Revenge,  the  Attribute  of  G)ds  ;  they  ftamp'd  it 
With  their  great  Image  on  oar  Natures.     Die  ! 
Confider  well  the  Caufe,  that  calls  upon  thee ; 
And,  if  thou'rt  bale  enough,  die  then  :  Remember 
Thy  Befa'iJera  fufFers,  Belvidera  ! 

Die Damn  firft what !  Be  decently  interr'd 

In  a  Church-Yard,  and  mingle  thy  brave  Duft 
With  (linking  Rogues,    that  rot  in  dirty  Winding- 
meets, 
Surfeit  — flain  Fools,  the  common  Dung  o'th'  Soil ! 

Jaff.  Oh  ! 

Pier.  Well  faid,  out  with'r,  fwear  a  little ■ 

Jaff.  Swear!  By  Sea  and  Air;  by  Earth,  by  Heav'n 
and  Hell, 
1  will  revenge  my  Br.v':dera\  Tears. 
Hark  thee,  my  Friend Priuli is— —a  Senator. 

Pier.  A  Dog. 

Jaff.  Agreed. 

Pier.  Shoot  him. 

Jaff.   Wi'h  all  my  Heart. 
No  more  ;  Where  fhall  we  meet  at  Night  ? 

Pier.  I'll  tell  thee ; 
On  the  Rialtc,  every  Night  at  Twelve 
I  take  my  Evening's  Walk  of  Meditation  : 
There  we  two'll  meet,  and  talk  of  precious 
Mifchief 

Jaff.  Farewel. 

Pier.  At  Twelve. 

Jaff.  At  any  Hour;  my  Plagues 
Will  keep  me  waking.  [Ex.  Pierre. 

Tell  me  why,   good  Heaven, 
Thou  mad 'ft  me  what  I  am,  with  all  the  Spirit, 
Afpiring  Thoughts  and  elegant  Befires, 
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That  fill  the  happieft  Man  ?  Ah  rather  why 
Didft  thou  not  form  me  fordid  as  my  Fate, 
Bafe-minded,  dull,  and  fit  to  carry  Burdens  ? 
Why  have  I  Senfe  to  know  the  Curfe  that's  on  me  r 
Is  this  jufl  Dealing,  Nature?  Btlvidcra  ! 

Enter  Bclvidera. 
Poor  Bel-videra  ! 

Bel.  Lead  me,  lead  me,  my  Virgins, 
To  that  kind  Voice.    My  Lord,  my  Love,  my  Refuge  ! 
Happy  roy  Eyes,  when  they  behold  thy  Face  ! 
My  heavy  Heart  will  leave  its  doleful  Beating 
At  Sight  of  thee,  and  bound  with  fprightly  Joys. 
Oh  fmile  !  as  when  our  Loves  were  in  their  Spring, 
And  chear  my  fainting  Soul. 

Jaff.  As  when  our  Loves 
Were  in  their  Spring  !  has  then  our  Fortune  chang'd  ? 
Art  thou  not  Bclvidera,  flill  the  fame, 
Xind,  good,  and  tender,  as  my  Arms  firft  found  thee  ? 
If  thou  art  aker'd,  where  (hall  I  have  Harbour  ? 
Where  eafe  my  loaded  Heart :  Oh  !   where  complain  ? 

Bel.  Does  this  appear  like  Change,  or  Love  decay- 
When  thus  I  throw  rnyfelf  into  thy  Bofom,  \jSvZi 
With  all  the  Refolution  of  ftrong  Truth  ? 
Beats  not  my  Heart,  as  'twould  alarum  thine 
To  a  new  Charge  of  Biifs  ?  I  joy  more  in  thee, 
Than  did  thy  Mother  when  fhe  hugg'd  thee  firft, 
And  bleft  the  Gods  for  all  her  Travel  part. 

J  off.  Can  there  in  Woman  be  fuch  glorious  Faith  | 
Sure  all  ill  Stones  of  thy  Sex  are  falfe  ! 
Oh  Woman  !  lovely  Woman  !  Nature  made  thee 
To  temper  Man  :  We  had  been  Brutes  without  you  ; 
Angels  are  painted  fair  to  look  like  you  : 
There's  in  you  all  that  we  believe  of  Heaven, 
Amazing  Brightnefs,  Purity  and  Truth, 
Eternal  Joy,  and  everlafting  Love. 

Bel.  If  Love  be  Treafure,  we'll  be  wond'rous  rich  t 
I  have  fo  much,  my  Heart  will  furely  break  with  it : 
Vows  can't  exprefs  it.     When  I  would  declare 
How  great's  the  Joy,  I'm  dumb  with  the  big  Thought  j 
I  fwell,  I  figh,  and  labour  with  my  Longing. 
O  !  lead  me  to  fome  Ddert  wide  and  wild, 
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Barren  as  our  Misfortunes,  where  my  Soul 
May  have  its  Vent,  where  I  may  tell  aloud 
To  the  high  Heav'ns  and  ev'ry  lifFning  Planet, 
With  what  a  boundlefs  Shock  my  Bofom's  fraught ; 
Where  I  may  throw  my  eager  Arms  about  thee, 
Give  loole   to  Love,  with  KifTes  kindling  Joy, 
And  let  off  all  the  Fire  that's  in  my  Heart. 

Jaff.  Oh  Belvidera  !  doubly  I'm  a  Beggar, 
Undone  by  Fortune,  and  in  Debt  to  thee. 
Want,  worldly  Want,  that  hungry  meagre  Fiend, 
Is  at  my  Heels,  and  chaces  me  in  View. 
Can'ft  thou  bear  Cold  and  Hunger  ?  Can  thefe  Limbs, 
Fram'd  for  the  tender  Offices  of  Love, 
Endure  the  bitter  Gripes  of  fmarting  Poverty  i 
When  banifh'd  by  our  Miferics  abroad 
(As  fuddenly  we  mail  be)  to  feek  out 
In  fome  fair  Climate,  where  our  Names  are  Strangers, 
For  charitable  Succour  ;  wilt  thou  then, 
When  in  a  Bed  of  Straw  we  fhrink  together, 
And  the  bleak  Winds  fhall  whittle  round  our  Heads  ; 
Wilt  thou  then  talk  thus  to  me  ?  Wilt  thou  then 
Hum  my  Cares  thus,  and  fhelter  me  with  Love  ? 

Bel.  Oh  !  I  will  love  thee,  even  in  Madnefs  love  thee; 
Tho'  my  diftrr.&ed  Senfes  mould  forfake  me, 
Fd  find  fome  Intervals,  when  my  poor  Heart 
Should  'fwage  itfclf,  and  be  let  loofe  to  thine. 
Tho'  the  bare  Earth  be  all  our  Refting-place, 
Its  Roots  ou.-  Fi'od,  fome  Clift  our  Habitation, 
I'll  make  this  Arm  a  Pillow  for  thine  Head  j 
As  thou  fighing  ly'ft,   and  fwelPd  with  Sorrow, 
Creep  to  thy  Bofom,  pour  the  Balm  of  Love 
Into  thy  Soul,  and  kifs  thee  to  thy  Reft  ; 
Thenpraife  our  Go  1,  and  watch  thee  till  the  Morning. 

Jaff'.  Hear  this  you  Heav'ns  !  and  wonder  how  you 
in  >.!e  her  : 
Reign,  reign,   ye  Monarch  that  divide  the  World, 
Bufy  Religion  ne'er  will  let  you  know 
Tr  111     and  Happinefs  like   ni       ; 

I        gaudy  Ships,  the  >bfcquious  Billows  fall, 

,  to  lift  you  iuyoui  Pridp  ; 
They  rs.u.   >ut  fur  a  Storm,  and  then  devour  you  : 
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I  in  my  private  Bark  already  wreck'd, 

Like  a  poor  Merchant  driven  to  unknown  Land, 

That  had  by  Chance  pack'd  up  his  choiceft  Treafure 

In  one  dear  Cafket,  and  fav'd  only  that  ; 

Since  I  muft  wander  farther  on  the  Shore, 

Thus  hug  my  little,  but  my  precious  Store, 

Refolv'd  to  fcorn,  and  trull  my  Fate  no  more.     Ex. 
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A  C  T    II.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Enter  Pierre  and  Aquilina. 

Aqui.  T}  V  all  thy  Wrongs,  thou'rt  dearer  to  my  Arms 
J3  Than  all  the  Wealth  of  Venice  :  Prithee  flay, 
And  let  us  love  to  Night. 

Pier.  No  :  There's  Fool, 
There's  Fool  about  thee  :  When  a  Woman  fells 
Her  Llefh  to  Fools,  her  Beauty's  loft  to  me; 
They  leave  a  tainted  Sully,  where  they've  pafs'd ; 
There's  fuch  a  baneful  Quality  about  'em, 
E'en  fpoils  Complexions  with  their  Naufeoufnefs ; 
They  infect  all  they  touch  :  I  cannot  think 
Of  tailing  any  Thing  that  a  Fool  has  pall'd.         [much 

Aqui.  I  loath  and   fcorn    that  Fool  thou  mean'ft  a3 
Or  more  than  thou  canft;  but  the  Beaft  has  Gold, 
That  makes  him  necefTary  ;  Power  too, 
To  qualify  my  Character,  and  poife  m« 
Equal  with  peevilh  Virtue,  that  beholds 
My  Liberty  with  Envy :  In  their  Hearts 
They're  loofe  as  I  am  ;  but  an  ugly  Power 
Sits  in  their  Faces,  and  frights  Pleafures  from  them. 

Pier.  Much  good  may't  do  you,  Madam,  with  your 
Senator. 

Aqui.    My  Senator!    why,    canft    thou    think  that 
E'erfill'd  thy  Aquilina's  Arms  with  Pleafure  ?     [Wretch 
Think'ft  thou,  becaufe  I  fometimes  give  him  Leave 
To  foil  himfelf  at  what  he  is  unfit  for ; 
Becaufe  I  force  myfelf  t'endure  and  fuffer  him, 
Think'ft  thou  I  love  him'?  No,  by  all  the  Joys 
Thou  ever  gav'ft  me,  his  Prefence  is  my  Penance  j 

The 
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The  worft  Thing  an  old  Man  can  be's  a  Lover, 
A  mere  Memento  mori  to  poor  Woman  : 
I  never  lay  by  his  decrepid  Side, 
But  all  that  Night  I  ponder'd  on  my  Grave. 
Pier.   Would  he  were  well  lent  thither. 
Aqui.  That's  my  Wilh  tfo  : 
For  then,  my  Pierre,  I  might  have  Caufc,  with  Pleafure, 
To  play  the  Hypocrite  :    Oh  !  how  I  could  weep 
Over  the  dying  Dotard,  and  kifs  him  too, 
In  hopes  to  Another  him  quite  ;   then,  when  the  Time 
Was  come  to  pay  my  Sorrows  at  his  Funeral, 
(For  he  has  already  made  me  Heir  to  Treafures 
Would  make  me  out-a£t  a  real  Widow's  Whining) 
How  could  J  frame  my  Face  to  fit  my  Mourning  1 
With  wringing  Hands  attend  him  to  his  Grave, 
Fall  fwooning  on  his  Hearfe ;  take  mad  PoiieiTion 
E'en  of  the  difmal  Vault,  where  he  lay  buried  ; 
There,  like  the  Ephejian  Matron,  dwell,  till  thou, 
My  iovely  Soldier,  com'fi  to  my  Deliverance  ; 
Then,  thro.ving  up  my  Veil,  with  open  Arms 
And  laughing  Eyes,  run  to  new  dawning  Joy. 

Pier,  ^o  more;    I've  Friends  to  meet  me  here  to 
Night, 
And  muft  be  private.     As  you  prize  my  Friendfhip, 
Keep  up  your  Coxcomb  ;  let  him  not  pry  nor  lillen, 
Nor  fri/k  about  the  Houfe,  as  I  have  feen  him, 
Like  a  tame  mumping  Squirrel  with  a  Bell  on; 
Curs  will  be  abroad  to  bite  him,  if  you  do. 

Aqui.  What  Friends  to  meet !  mayn't  I  be  of  your 
Council  ? 

Pier.  How  !  A  Woman  afk  Queftions  out  of  Bed  ', 
Go  to  your  Senator;  afk.  him  what  pafies 
Ainonglt  his  Brethren  :  Hell  hide  nothing  from  you  : 
But  pump  not  me  for  Politicks.     No  more. 
Give  Order,  that  v\hocver  in  my  Name 
Comes  here,  receive  Admittance.     So  good  Night. 

Aqui.  Mull  we  ne'er  meet  again  !  embrace  no  more  I 
Is  Love  fo  foon  and  utterly  forgotten  ?  [out. 

Pier.  As  you  henceforwurd  treat  your  Fool,  I'll  think 

Aqui.  Curs'd  be  all  Fools,  and  doubly  curs'd  an  felf, 

The  worlt  of  Fools 1  die  if  he  forlakes  ine  ; 

Aud  how  to  keep  him  Heaven  or  Hell  inlhuct  me.  \E.  ,. 
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SCENE,    the  Rialto, 

Enter  Jaffier. 

J  off.  I'm  here ;  and  thus  the  Shades  of  Night  around. 
I  look  as  if  all  Hell  were  in  my  Heart,  [me 

And  I  in  Hell.     Nay,  furely  'tis  fo  with  me! 

For,  every  Step  I  tread,  methinks  fome  Fiend 
Knocks  at  my  Breaft,  and  bids  it  not  be  quiet. 
I've  heard  how  defperate  Wretches,  like  myfelf, 
Have  wander'd  out  at  this  dead  Time  of  Night, 
To  meet  the  Foe  of  Mankind  in  his  Walk  : 
Sure  I'm  fo  curs'd,  that,    tho'  of  Heav'n  forfaken, 
No  Miniiter  of  Darknefs  cares  to  tempt  me. 
Hell,  Hell,  why  fleep'ft  thou  ? 

Enter  Pierre. 

Pier.  Sure  I've  ftaid  too  long  : 
The  Clcck  has  ftruck,  and  I  may  lofe  my  Profelyte. 
$peak,  who  goes  there  ? 

Jaff.  A  Dog,  that  comes  to  howl 
At  yonder  Moon.  What's  he,  that  aflcs  the  Queftion  ? 

Pier.   A  Friend  to  Dogs,  for  they  are  honeft  Crea- 
And  ne'er  betray  their  Mailers,  never  fawn         [tures, 
On  any  that  they  love  not.     Well  met,  Friend 
Jaffier  ! 

Jaff.  The  fame.     O  Pierre,  thou'rt  come  in  Seafon, 
J  was  juft  going  to  pray. 

Pier.  Ah  ;  that's  mechanick  ; 
Prieft's  make  a  Trade  on't,  and  yet  ftarve  by't  too  j 
No  praying ;  it  fpoils  Bufinefs,  and  Times  precious. 
Where's  Be/videra  ? 

Jeff.  For  a  Day  or  two 
I've  lodg'd  her  privately,  till  I  fee  farther 
What  Fortune  will  do  with  me.     Prithee,  Friend, 
If  thou  would'ft  have  me  fit  to  hear  good  Counfel, 
Speak  not  of  Beh'idera 

Pier.  Speak  not  of  her ! 

Jaff.  Oh  no  ! 

Pier.  Nor  name  her  i  May  be  I  wifh  her  welL 

Jaff.  Whom  well  ? 

Pier.  Thy  Wife,  thy  lovely  Behidera. 

I  hope 
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I  hope  a  Man  may  wifh  his  Friend's  Wife  well, 
And  no  Harm  done. 

Jaff.  Y'are  merry,   Pierre. 

Piet .  I  am  (o  : 
Thou  (halt  fmile  too,  and  Bdvldera  fmile  ; 
We'll  all  rejoice  :  here's  fomething  to  buy  Pins ; 

[Gives  bim  a  Purfe. 
Marriage  is  chargeable. 

Jaff.  I  but  half  wim'd 
To  fee  the  Devil,  and  he's  here  already.     Well  ! 
What  mull  this  buy,  Rebellion,  Murder,  Treafon  ? 
Tell  me,  which  Way  I  mull  be  damn'd  for  this. 

Pier.  When  lail  we   parted,  we'd  no  Qualms  like 
thefe, 
But  entertain'd  each  other's  Thoughts  like  Men, 
Whofe  Souls  were  well  acquainted.     Is  the  World 
Reform'd  fince  our  lalt  Meeting;  what  new  Miracles 
Have  happen'd  ?  Has  Priuli's  Heart  relented  ? 
Can  he  be  honeft  ? 

Jaff.  Kind  Heav'n,  let  heavy  Curfes 
Gall  his  old  Age;   Cramps,  Aches  rack  his  Bones, 
And  bittereft  Difquiet  ring  his  Heart. 
Oh!  let  him  live,   till  Life  become  his  Burden  j 
Let  him  groan  under't  long,  linger  an  Age 
In  the  word  Agonies  and  Pangs  of  Death, 
And  find  its  Eafe,  but  late. 

Pier.  Nay,  could'll  thou  not 
As  well,  my  Friend,  have  ftretch'd  the  Curfe  to  all 
The  Senate  round,  as  to  one  fingle  Villain  ? 

Jaff.  But  Curfes  (lick  not :  Could  1  kill  with  Curling, 
By  Heav'n  I  know  not  thirty  Heads  in  Venice 
Should  not  be  blafled  :  Senators  fhould  rot 
Like  Dogs  on  Dunghills  :  But  their  Wives  and  Daugh- 
Die  of  their  own  Difeafcs.     Oh  !  for  a  Curfe         [ters 
To  kill  him! 

Pur.  Daggers,  Daggers  are  much  better. 

Jaff.  Ha! 

Pier.  Daggers. 
Jaff.  But  where  are  they  ? 
Pier.  Oh  !  a  Thoufand 
Mav  be  dilpos'd  of  in  honed  Hands  in  Venice 

B  6  Jaff. 
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Jaff.  Thou  talk'ft  in  Clouds. 

Pier.  But  yet  a  Heart  half  wrong'd, 
As  thine  has  been,  would  find  the  Meaning,  Jajfier* 

Jaff.  A  thoufand  Daggers  all  in  honeft  Hands  ! 
And  have  I  not  a  Friend  will  flick  one  here  ? 

Pier.   Yes,  if  I  thought  thou  wert  not  to  be  cherifh'd' 
T'  a  nobler  Purpofe,  I  would  be  that  Friend, 
But  thou  haft  better  Friends ;  Friends  whcm  thy  Wrong* 
Have  made  thy  Friends ;  Friends  worthy  to  be  call'd  lb- 
]  '11  truft  thee  with  a  Secret :  There  are  Spirits 
This  Hoiir  at  work.     But  as  thou'rt  a  Man, 
Whom  I  have  pick'd  and  chofen  from  the  World,. 
Swear  that  thou  wilt  be  true  to  what  I  utter  ; 
And  when  Iv'e  told  thee  that  which  only  Gods, 
And  Men  like  Gods,  are  privy  to,  then  fwear 
No  Chance  or  Change  lhall  wreft  it  from  thy  Bofom. 

Jaff.  When  thou  would'ft  bind  me,  is  there  Need 
of  Oaths  ?  [Counters) 

(Green-ficknefs    Girls  lofe    Maidenheads    with    fuck 
For  thou'rt  fo  near  my  Heart,  that  thou  may'ft  fee 
Its  Bottom,  found  its  Strength  and  Firmnefs  to  thee  : 
Is  Coward,  Fool,  or  Villain  in  my  Face  ? 
If  I  feem  none  of  thefe,  I  dare  believe 
Thou  would'ft  not  afe  me  in  a  little  Caufe, 
For  I  am  fit  for  Honour's  rougheft  Tafk ; 
Nor  never  yet  found  Fooling  was  my  Province  : 
And  for  a  villainous  inglorious  Enterprise 
I  know  thy  Heart  fo  well,  I  dare  lay  mine 
Before  thee,  fet  it  to  what  Point  thou  wilt. 

Piir.  Nay,  'tis  a  Caufe  thou  wilt  be  fond  of,  J  offer  ;. 
For  it  is  founded  on  the  nobleft  Bafis, 
Our  Liberties,  our  natural  Inheritance; 
There's  no  Religion,  no  Hypocrify  in't ; 
We'll  do  the  Bufineis,  and  ne'er  faft  and  pray  for't 
Openly  adl  a  Deed  the  World  may  gaze 
With  Wonder  at,   and  envy  when  'tis  done. 

Jaff.  For  Liberty  ! 

P.er.  For  Liberty,  my  Friend ; 
Thou  fhalt  be /reed  from  bafe  Priuli's  Tyranny, 
And  thy  fequeiler"d  Fortunes  heal'd  again  : 
I  fhajl  be  fr*e-  frsro  thofe  opprobrious  Wrongs, 

That 
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That  prefs  me  now,  and  bend  my  Spirit  downward  ; 
All  Venice  free,  and  every  growing  Merit  r 

Succeed  to  its  jull  Right :  Fools  (hall  be  pull'd 
From  Wifdom's  Seat  ;   thofe  baleful  unclean  Birds, 
Thofe  lazy  Owl?,  who  (perch'd  near  Fortune's  Top) 
Sit  only  watchful  with  their  heavy  Wings 
To  cuff  down  nesv  fledg'd  Virtues,  that  would  rife 
To  nobler  Heights,  and  make  the  Grove  harmonious. 

Jaff  What  can  I  do  ? 

Pier.  Canft  thou  not  kill  a  Senator  ? 

Jaff.  Were  there  one  wife  or  honeft,  I  could  kill  him 
For  herding  with  that  Neft  of  Fools  or  Knaves. 
By  all  my  Wrongs,  thou  talk'lr,  as  if  Revenge 
Wert  to  be  had  ;  and  the  brave  Story  warms  me. 

Pier.   Swear  then  ! 

Jaff.   I  do,  by  all   thofe  glittering  Stars, 
And  yon  great  ruling  Planet  of  the  Night, 
By  all  good  Powers  above  and  ill  below, 
By  Love  and  Friendfhip  dearer  than  my  Life, 
No  Pow'r  or  Death  (hall  make  me  falfe  to  thee. 

Pier.  H<  xt  we  embrace,  and  I'll  unlock  my  Heart. 
A  Council's  held  hard  by,  where  the  Deflruclion 
Of  this  great  Empire's  lunching  :  There  I'll  lead  thee, 
But  be  a  Man,  for  thou  art  to  mix  with  Men 
Fit  to  difturb  the  Peace  of  all  the  World, 
And  rule  it  when  'tis  wildeft 

Jaff.   I  give  thee  Thanks 
For  this  kind  Warning  :   Yes,   I'll  be  a  Man  ; 
Arid  charge  thee  Pierre,  whenever  thou  feeft  my  Fears 
Betray  me  left,  to  rip  this  Heart  of  mine 
Out  of  my  Bread,  and  (hew  it  tor  a  Coward's. 
Come,   Jet's  be  gone,  for  fiom  this  Hour  I  chace 
All  little  Thoughts,  all  tender  human  Follies 
Out  of  my  Bofom  :   Vengeance  (hall  have  Room  : 
Revenge  ! 

Pirr.  And  Liberty  ! 

Jaff.   Revenge  !   Revenge- 


Tbe    SCENE  changes  to  Aquilina'j  Ilcufi,  the  Greek 
Courtezan. 

Enter  Renault. 
Rfn.  Why  was  my  Choice  Ambition,  the  word  Ground 

A  Wrcuh. 
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A  Wretch  can  build  on  ?  'tis  indeed,-  at  a  Diftance,, 
A  good  Profped,  tempting  to  the  View  ; 
The  Height  delights  us,  and  the  Mountain-top 
Looks  beautiful,  becaufe  'tis  nigh  to  Heav'n ; 
But  we  ne'er  think  how  Tandy's  die  Foundation, 
What  Storm  will  batter,  and  what  Tempeft  lhake  ust 
Who's  there  ? 

Enter  Spinofa. 

Spin.  Renault,  Good-morrow,  for  by  this  Time 
I  think  the  Scale  of  Night  has  turn'd  the  Balance, 
And  weighs  up  Morning  ?  Has  the  Clock  ftruck  Twelve  ? 

Ren.  Yes  ;  Clocks  will  go  as  they  are  fet :  But  Man> 
Irregular  Man's  ne'er  conitant,  never  certain  : 
I've  fpent  at  leaft  three  precious  Hours  of  Darknefs 
In  waiting  dull  Attendance  ;  'tis  the  Curfe 
Of  diligent  Virtue  to  be  mixt,  like  mine, 
With  giddy  Tempers,  Souls  but  half  refolv'd. 

Spin.  Hell  feize  that  Soul  amongft  us,  it  can  frighten. 

Ren.  What's  then  the  Caufe  that  I  am  here  alone  ? 
Why  are  we  not  together  ? 

Enter  Eliot. 
O,  Sir,  welcome ! 

You  are  an  Englifoman :  When  Treafon's  hatching, 
One  might  have  thought  you'd  not  have  been  behind- 
hand. 
In  what  Whore's  Lap  have  you  been  lolling  ? 
Give  but  an  Englijbman  his  Whore  and  Eafe, 
Beef,  and  a  Ssa-coal  Fire,  he's  yours  for  ever. 

Eli.  Frenchman,  you  are  faucy. 

Ren.  How  ? 
Enter  Bedamar  the  Jmbajador.     Theodore,  Bramveil, 

Durand,   !-Jrabe,    Revillido,    Mezzana,  Ternon,  R«- 

trofi,   Con/pirators. 

Bed.  At  Difference,  fie  I 
Is  this  a  Time  for  Quarrels  ?  Thieves  and  Rogues 
Fall  out  and  brawl :  Should  Men  of  your  high  Calling, 
Men  feparated  by  the  Choice  of  Providence 
From  the  grofs  Heap  of  Mankind,  and  fet  here 
In  this  AfTembly  as  in  one  great  Jewel, 
T'  adorn  the  braveft  Purpole  it  e'er  fmiPd  on  ; 
Should  you,  like  Boys,  wrangle  for  Trifles  i 

Reiu  Boys !  £ut. 
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Bed.  Renault,  thy  Hand, 

Ren.  I  thought  I'd  given  my  Heart 
Long  fince  to  every  Man  that  mingles  here  ; 
But  grieve  to  find  it  trufted  with  fuch  Tempers, 
That  can't  forgive  my  forward  Age  its  Weaknefs. 

Bed.  Eliot,  thou  once  had'ft:  Virtue ;  I  have  feen 
Thy  ftubborn  Temper  bend  with  God-like  Goodnefs, 
Not  half  thus  courted  :  'Tis  thy  Nation's  Glory, 
To  hug  the  Foe  that  offers  brave  Alliance. 
Once  more  embrace,  my  Friends — we'll  all  embrace- 
United  thus,  we  are  the  mighty  Engine 
Muft  tvvift  this  rooted  Empire  from  its  Bafis. 
Totters  not  it  already  ? 

Eli.  Would  'twere  tumbling. 

Bed.  Nay,  it  ihall  down  :  This  Night  we  feal  its  Ruin. 
Enter  Pierre. 

Oh  !  Pierre,  thou  art  welcome. 
Come  to  my  Bread,  for  by  its  Hopes  thou  look'lt 
Lovelily  dreadful,  and  the  Fate  of  Venice 
Seems  on  thy  Sword  already.     Oh  !  my  Mars  ! 
The  Poets,  that  firft  feign'd  a  God  of  War, 
Sure  prophefy'd  of  thee. 

Pier.  Friends,  Was  not  Brutus, 
(I  mean  that  Brutus,  who  in  open  Senate 
Stabb'd  t!ie  firft  Cifar  that  ufurp'd  the  World) 
A  gallant  Man  ? 

Ren.  Yes,  and  Cataline  too  j 
Tho'  Story  wrong  his  Fame  :  For  he  confpir'd 
To  prop  the  reeling  Glory  of  his  Country  ; 
His  Caufe  was  good. 

Bed.  And  our's  as  much  above  it, 
As,   Renault,   thou'rt  fuperior  to  Cetbcgusy 
Or  Pierre,   to  Cajjius. 

Pier.  Then  to  what  we  aim  at, 
When  do  we  itart  ?  or  mull  we  talk  for  ever? 

Bed.  No,  Pierre,   the  Deed's  near  Birth  :    Fate  feem* 
to  have  fct 
The  Bufiiei.  up,  and  given  it  to  our  Care  : 
I  hope  there's  not  a  Heart  or  Hand  amongft  us, 
But  is  firm  and  ready. 

All.  All. 

We'll 
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We'll  die  with  Bedamar. 

Bed.  OMen 
Matchlefs  !  as  will  your  Glory  be  hereafter: 
The  Game  is  for  a  matchlefs  Prize,  if  won  : 
If  loft,  difgraciful  Ruin. 
Ren.  Who  can  lofe  it  ? 
The  public  Stock's  a  Beggar;  one  Venetian 
Trufts  not  another  :  Look  into  their  Stores 
Of  general  Safety  ;  empty  Magazines, 
A  tatter'd  Fleer,  a  murmuring  unpaid  Army, 
Bankrupt  Nobility,  a  harrafs'd  Commonalty, 
A  factious,  giddy,  and  divided  Senate, 
Is  all  the  Strength  of  Venice :  Let's  deltroy  it  ; 
Let's  fill  their  Magazines  with  Arms  to  awe  them, 
Man  out  their  Fleet,  and  make  their  Trade  maintain  it ; 
Let  loofe  their  murmuring  Army  on  their  Matters 
To  pay  themfelves  witn  Plunder;  lop  their  Nobles 
To  the.bafe  Roots,  whence  moft  of  them  ririt  fprung  ; 
Enflave  the  Rout,  whom  Smarting  will  make  humble  ;> 
Turn  out  their  droning  Senate,  and  poffefs 
That  Seat  of  Empire  which  our  Souls  were  fram'd  for. 

Pier.  Ten  thoufand  Men  are  2rmed  at  your  Nod, 
Commanded  all  by  Leaders  fit  to  guide 
A  Battle  for  the  Freedom  of  the  World  r 
This  wretched  State  has  ltarv'd  them  in  its  Service  J 
And,  by  your  Bounty  quicken'd,  they're  refolv'd 
To  ferve  your  Glory  ;  and  revenge  their  own  : 
They've  all'  their  different  Quarters  in  this  City, 
Watch  for  the  Alarm  and  grumble  'tis  fo  tardy. 

Bed.  I  doubt  not,  Friend,  but  thy  unwearied  Diligence 
Has  nill  kept  waking,  and  it  lhall  have  Eafe; 
After  this  Night  it  is  refolv'd  we  meet 
No  more,  till  Venice  owns  us  for  her  Lords. 

Pier.   How  lovelily  the  Adriatic  Whore, 
Drefs'd  in  her  Flames,   will  fhine  !  devouring  Flames  L. 
Such  as  fhall  burn  her  to  the  watry  Bottom, 
And  hifs  in  her  Foundation. 

Bed.  Now  if  any 
Amongfr.  us,  that  owns  this  glorious  Caufe, 
Have  Friends  or  Intereft  he'd  wifh  to  fave, 
Let  it  be  told  :  The  general  Doom  is  feal'd, 

En* 
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But  I'd  forego  the  Hopes  of  a  World's  Empire, 
Rather  than  wound  the  Bowels  of  my  Friend. 

Pier.    I  mult  confcff,    you    there  have   touch'd  my 
I  have  a  Friend,  hear  it !   fucha  Friend  !       [Weaknefs, 
My  Heart  was  ne'er  fhut  to  him.     Nay  I  tell  you  ; 
He  knows   the  very  Buflnefs  of  this  Hour ; 
But  he  rejoices  in  the  Caufe,  ar.d  loves  it  : 
We've  chang'd  a  Vow  to  live  and  die  together, 
And  he's  at  Hand  to  ratify  it  here. 

Ren.  How  !    all  betray'd. 

Pier.  No— I've  dealt  nobly  with  you, 
I've  brought  my  All  into  the  public  Stock  : 
I'd  but  one  Friend,  and  him  I'll  (hare  amongft  you  : 
Receive  and  cherifh  him  ;  or  if,  when  fren 
And  fearch'd,  you  find  him  worthlefs,  as  my  Tongue 
Has  lodg'd  this  Secret  in  his  faithful  Breaft, 
To  eafe  your  Fears  I  wear  a  Dagger  here 
Shall  rip  it  out  again,  and  give  you  Reft. 
Come  forth,  thou  only  Good  I  e'er  could  boaft  of. 
Enter  Jaffier  in-itb  a  Dagger. 

Bed.  His  Prefence  bears  the  Shew  of  manly  Virtue. 

Jaff.   I  know  you'll  wonder  all,  that  thus  uncall'd, 
I  dare  approach  this  Place  of  fatal  Councils ; 
But  I'm  amongll  you,  and  by  Heav'n  it  glads  me 
To  fee  fo  many  Virtue*  thus  united 
To  reftore  Juftice,  and  dethrone  Oppreflion. 
Command  this  Sword,  if  you  would  have  it  quiet, 
Into  this  Bread;   but,  if  you  think  it  worthy 
To  cut  the  Throats  of  Reverend  Rogues  in  Robes, 
Send  me  into  the  curs'd  aiTembled  Senate  : 
It  ftvrinks  not,  tho*  I  meet  a  Father  there. 
Would  you  behold  this  City  flaming  ?  Here's 
A  Hand  (hall  bear  a  lighted  Torch  at  Noon 
To  th'  Arfenal,  and  fet  its  Gates  on  Fire. 

Ren.  You  talk  this  well,  Sir. 

Jaff.   Nay by  Heaven  I'll  do  this. 

Come,  come,  I  read  Diilrult  in  all  your  Faces  ; 
You  fear  me  a  Villain,  and  indeed  it's  odd 
To  hear  a  Stranger  talk  thus,  at  full  Meeting, 
Of  Matters  that  have  been  fo  well  debated  ; 
But  I  come  ripe  with  Wrongs,  as  }  ou  with  Council?  ; 

I  hate 
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I  hate  this  Senate,  am  a  Foe  to  Venice; 

A  Friend  to  none,  but  Men  refolv'd  like  me 

To  pufh  on  Mifchief.     Oh  !  did  you  but  know  me, 

J  need  not  talk  thus! 

Bed.  Pierre,  I  mult  embrace  him, 
My  Heart  beats  to  this  Man,  as  if  it  knew  him. 

Ren.  I  never  lov'd  thefe  Huggers. 

Jaff.   Still  I  fee 
The  Ca'ufe  delights  me  not.     Your  Friends  furvey  m* 
,As  I  were  dangerous— -—  But  I  come  arm'd 
Againft  all  Doubts,  and  to  your  Truft  will  give 
A  Pledge,  worth  more  than  all  the  World  can  pay  for, 
My  Behidera.     Ho  !  my  Behidera  ! 

Bed.  What  Wonder  next  ? 

Jaff'.  Let  me  intreat  you, 
As  I  have  henceforth  Hope  to  call  you  Friends, 
That  all  but  the  Ambafiador,  this 
Grave  Guide  of  Councils,  with  my  Friend  that  Owns  me» 
Withdraw  a  While  to  fpare  a  Woman's  Biutheo, 

[Exeunt  all  but  Bed.  Ren.  Jaff.  Pier. 

Bed.  Pierre,  whither  will  rhis  Ceremony  lead  us  ? 

Jaff.  My  Behidera  !  Behidera  ! 
Enter  Belvidera. 

Beh.  Who? 
Who  calls  lb  loud  at  this  late  peaceful  Hour  ? 
That  Voice  was  wont  to  come  in  gentle  Whifpeis, 
And  fill  my  Ears  with  the  foft  Breath  of  Love  : 
Thou  hourly  Image  of  my  Thoughts,  where  art  thou  ? 

Jaff.  Indeed  'tis  late. 

Beh.  Oh  ?  I  have  ilept  and  dreamt, 
And  dreamt  again  :  Where  hail  thou  been,  thou  Loiterer? 
Tho'  my  Eyes  clos'd,  my  Arms  have  ftill  been  open'd : 
Stretch'd  every  Way  betwixt  my  broken  Slumbers, 
To  fearch  if  thou  wer't  come  to  crown  my  Reft  : 
There's  no  Bepofe  without  thee  :  Oh  !  the  Day 
Too  foon  will  break,  and  wake  us  to  onr  Sorrow  : 
Come,  .come  to  Bed,  and  bid  thy  Cares  Good-night. 

Jaff  Oh  !  Behidera  !  we  muft  change  the  Scene, 
In  which  the  paft  Delights  of  Love  were  tailed  : 
The  Poor  fleeps  little  ;  we  muft  learn  to  watch 
Our  Labours  late  and  early  every  Morning; 

'Midil 
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'Mid'ii  Winter  Frofts,  thin  clad  and  fed  with  Sparing, 
Rife  to  our  Toils,  and  drudge  away  the  Day. 

Belv.  Alas  !  where  am  I  !   whither  is't  you  lead  me! 
Methinks  1  read  Diftraclion  in  your  Face, 
Something  lefs  gentle  than  the  Fate  you  tell  me. 
You  (hake  and  tremble  too !  your  Blood  runs  cold  ! 
Heav'ns  guard  my  Love,  and  blefs  his  Heart  with  Pa* 
tience. 

Jaff.  That  I  have  Patience,  let  our  Fate  bear  Witnefc, 
Who  has  ordain'd  it  fo,  that  thou  and  I, 
(Thou,  the  divineft  Good  Man  e'er  poffefs'd, 
And  I,  the  wretch ed'il  of  the  Race  of  Man) 
This  very  Hour  without  one  Tear  mult  part. 

Belv.  Part !  mull  we  part :  Oh  !  am  I  then  forfaken  ? 
Why  drag  you  from  me  i  whither  are  you  going  ? 
My  Dear!  my  Life  !  my  Love  ! 

Jaff.  Oh  !  Friend  ! 

Belv.  Speak  to  me. 

Jaff.  Take  her  from  my  Heart, 
She'll  gain  fuch  Hold  elfe,  ]  lhall  ne'er  get  loofej 
I  charge  thee  take  her,   but  with  tender'ft  Care 
Relieve  her  Troubles,  and  affwage  her  Sorrows. 

Ren.  Rife,  Madam,  and  command  amon^ft  your 
Servants. 

Jaff.  To  you,  Sir;,  and  your  Honours,  1  bequcathher, 
And  with  her  this,  when  I  prove  unworthy 

[Gives  a  Dagger, 

Yon  know  the  reft Then  ftrike  it  to  her  Heart  J 

And  tell  her,  he  who  three  whole  happy  Years 
Lay  in  her  Arms,  and  each  Night  repeated 
The  paflionntc  Vows  Hill  of  incrcaling  Love, 
Sent  that  Reward  for  all   her  Truth  and  Sufferings. 

Belv.  Nay,  take  my  Lite,  fince  he  has  fold  it  cheaply  ; 
Or  fend  me  to  fome  diftant  Clime  your  Slave  ! 
But  let  it  be  far  off,   lefl  my  Complainings 
Should  reach  his  guilty  Ears,  and  lhake  his  Peace. 

Jaff  No,  Belvidcra,  I've  contrh'd  thy  Honour  { 
Trull  to  my  Faith,  and  be  but  Fortune  kind 
To  me,  as  I'll  prcferve  that  Faith  unbroken, 
When  next  wc  meet,   I'll  lift  thee  to  a  Height 
Shall  gather  all  the  gazing  World  about  thee, 
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To  wonder  what  ftrange  Virtue  plac'd  thee  there. 
But,  if  we  ne'er  meet  more — 

Belv.  O  !   thou  unkind  one; 
Ne'er  meet  more !  have  I  deferv'd  this  from  you? 
Look  on  me,  tell  me,  tell  me  ;  fpeak  thou  dear  Deceiver. 
Why  am  1  feparated  from  thy  Love  ? 
If  I  am  falfe,  accufe  me  ;  but  if  true, 
Don't,  prithee  don't,  in. Poverty  forfake  me; 
But  pity  the  fad  Heart,  that's  torn  with  Parting. 
Yet  hear  me  ?  yet  recal  me—  [Ex.  Ren.  Bed.  and  Belv. 

jfaff.  Oh  !  my  Eyes, 
Look  not  that  Way,  but  turn  yourfelves  a  While 
Into  my  Lfeart,  and  be  wean'd  altogether. 
My  Friend,  where  art  thou  ? 

Pier.  Here,  my  Honour's  Brother. 

J  off.  Is  Belvidera  gone  ? 

Pier.  Renault  has  led  her 
Back  to  her  own  Apartment ;  but,  by  Heav'n, 
Thou  mult  not  fee  her  more,  till  our  Work's  over.   . 

Jaff.  No  ? 

Pier.  Not  for  your  Life. 

Jaff.  O  !  Pierre,  wer't  thou  but  fhe, 
How  I  would  pull  thee  down  into  my  Heart, 
Gaze  on  thee  till  my  Eye-firings  crack'd  with  Love  ; 
Till  all  my  Sinews  with  its  Fire  extended, 
Fix'd  me  upon  the  Rack  of  ardent  Longing  : 
Then,  fwelling,  fighing,  raging  to  be  bleft, 
Come  like  a  panting  Turtle  to  thy  Bread ; 
On  thy  foft  Bofom  hovering,  bill  and  play, 
Confefs  the  Caufe  why  laft  I  fled  away  ; 
Own  'twas  a  Fault,  but  fwear  to  give  it  o'er, 
And  never  follow  falfe  Ambition  more.  [Exeunt-. 
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ACT    III.      SCENE    I. 

Enter  Aquilina  and  her  Maid. 

Aqui.  'T^ELL  him  I  am  gone  to  Bed  ;  tell  him  I  am 

JL      not  at  home  ;  tell  him  I've  better  Company 

with  me,  or  any  Thing;  tell  him,  in  fhort,  I  will  not 

fee  him,  the  eternal  troublefome  vexalious  Fool  :    He's 

worfe  Company  than  an  ignorant  Phyfician I'll  not 

be  dillurb'd  at  thefc  unreafonable  Hours. 

Maid.  But,  Madam  !  He's  here  already,  juft  enter'd 
the  Doors. 

Aqui.  Turn  him  out  again,  you  unnecefTary,  ufelefs, 
giddy-brain'd  Afs  :  It' he  will  not  be  gone,  fet  the  Houfe 
a  Fire,  and  burn  us  both  :  I'd  rather  meet  a  Toad  in  my 
Dim,  than  an  old  hideous  Animal  in  my  Chamber  to 
Night. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Nacky,  Nacky,  Nacky how  doft  do,   Nacky? 

Hurry,  durry.      I  am  come,  little  K 'acky  ;  part  Eleven  o' 
Clock,  a  late  Hour  ;  Time  in  all  Confcience  to  go  to  Bed. 

Nacky Nacky,  did  I  fay  ?   Ah,   Nacky,  Aquilina,   lina, 

Una,     qui  Una,      quihna,      quiiina,     Aquilina,     N aquilina, 
A  'aquilina,    Acky,    A^ky,    Nacky,    Nacky,    Queen   Nacky 

• come,  let's  us  to  Bed \ou   1'ubbs,  you  Pugg 

you you  little  Pufa-       Purree,  Tuzzy 1  am  a 

Senator. 

Aqui.  You  are  a  Fool,  I  am  Aire. 
Ant.  May  be  fo  too,  Sweetheart :   Never  the  worfe 
Senator  for  all  that,     tome,  Nacky,  Nacky,  let's  have  a 
Game  at  Romps,  Nacky. 

Aqui.  You  would  do  well,  Signor,  to  be  troublefome 
here  no  longer,  but  leave  me  to  myfelf ;  be  fober  and 
go  Plome,  Sir. 

Ant.  Home,   M.idona  ! 

Aqui.  Ay,  Home,  Sir.     Who  am  I  ? 

Ant.  ,  as  I  take  it,  you  arc  my — you  are— 

thou  art  mj   I i t tie  Nicky,   Nacky thal'b  all. 

a.  I  find  you  are  refolv'd  to  be  troublefome  ;  and 
fo  to  make  fliort  of  the  Matter  in  few  Words,  I  hate  you, 

detefl 
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detefl  you,  loath  you,  I  am  weary  of  you,  fick  of  you— 
hang  you,  you  are  an  old,  filly,  impertinent,  impotent, 
follicitous  Coxcomb  ;  crazy  in  your  Head,  and  lazy  in 
your  Body,  love  to  be  meddling  with  every  thing,  and, 
if  you  had  no  Money,  you  are  good  for  nothing. 

Ant.  Good  for  nothing !  Hurry  durry,  I'll  try  that 
prefently.  Sixty  one  Years  old,  and  good  for  nothing  ! 
that's  brave  :  [To  the  Maid]  Come,  come,  come 
Mrs.  Fiddle- F 'addle,  turn  you  out  for  a  Seafon  :  Go,  turn 
out,  I  fay,  it  is  our  Will  and  Pleafure  to  be  private  fome 
Moments— —out,  our,  when  you  are  bid  too  —  [Putt 
her  out  and  locks  the  Door]  Good  for  nothing  you  fay  ? 

Aqui.  Why,  what  are  you  good  for  i 

Ant.  In  the  firft  Place,  Madam,  I  am  old,  and  con- 
fequently  very  wife,  very  wife,  Madona,  d'ye  mark  that? 
In  the  fecond  Place,  take  Notice  if  you  pleafe,  that  I 
am  a  Senator,  and,  when  I  think  fit,  can  make  Speeches, 
Madona.  Hurry  durry,  I  can  make  a  Speech  in  the 
Senate-Houfe  now  and  then — would  make  your  Hair 
ftand  an  End.  Madona. 

Aqui.  What  care  I  for  your  Speeches  in  the  Senate- 
Houfe  ;  if  you  would  but  be  filent  here,  I  fhould  thank 
you. 

Ant.  Why  I  can  make  Speeches  to  thee  too,  my 
lovely  Madona ;  for  Example My  cruel  Fair  one. 

[Takes  out  a  Pur/e  of  Gold,  and  at  every  Pau/e  Jhakes  it. 
Since  it  is  my  Fate,  that  you  fhould  with  your  Servant 

angry  prove  ;  tho'  late  at  Night 1  hope  'tis  not  too 

late  with  this  to  gain  Reception  for  my  Love — There's 
for  thee,  my  little  Nicky  Nacky—take  it,  here  take  it — 
I  fay  take  it,  or  I'll  throw  it  at  your  Head— how  now, 
Rebel ! 

Aqui.  Truly  my  illuftrious  Senator,  I  muft  confefs 
your  Honour  is  at  prefent  moft  profoundly  eloquent 
indeed. 

Ant.  Very  well :  Come,  now  let's  fit  down  and  think 

upon't  a  little come,  fit,  I  fay fit  down  by  uie 

a  little,  my  Nicky  Nacky,  ha [Sits  down]    Hurry 

durry^  good  for  nothing— 

Aqui.  No,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe,  I  can  know  my  Dis- 
tance, and  Hand. 

Ant% 
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Ant.  Stand  !  How,  Kacky  up  and  I  down  !  Nay,  then 
let  rae  exclaim  with  the  Poet, 

Sbemu  'me  a  Caufe  more  pitiful  ivho  can, 
A  Jtanding  Woman  and  a  falling  Man. 

Hurry  durry — not  fit  down — fee  this,  ye  Gods. 
You  won't  fit  down  f 

Aqui.  No,  Sir. 

Ant.  Then  look  you  now,  fuppofe  me  a  Bull,  zBafan* 
Bull,  the  Bull  of  Bulls,  or  any  Bull.  Thus  up  I  get  and 
with  my  Brows  thus  bent— I  broo,  I  fay  I  broo,  I  broo, 
I  broo.     You  won't  fit  down  will  you — I  broo— 

[Bellows  like  a  Bull,  and  drives  her  about, 

Aqui.  Well,  Sir,  I  muft  endure  this.  [She fits  down.] 
Now  your  Honour  has  been  a  Bull,  pray  what  Beaft 
will  your  Worfhip  pleafe  to  be  next? 

Ant.  Now  I'll  be  a  Senator  again,  and  thy  Lover, 
little  Nicky  Nacky.  [He fits  by  ber^  Ah  !  Toad,  Toad, 
Toad,  Toad  !  fpit  in  my  Faceab'ttle,  Nacky, — fpitin  my 
Face  prithee,  fpit  in  my  Face  never  fo  little  :   Spit  but 

a  little  bit fpit,  fpit,  fpit,  fpit  when  you  are  bid,  I 

fay  ;  do,  prithee  fpit — now,  now,  now,  fpit ;  what  you 
won't  fpit,  will  you  ?  Then  I'll  be  a  Dog, 

Aqui.  A  Dog,  my  Lord  ! 

Ant.  Ay,  a  Dog  —  and  I'll  give  thee  this  t'other 
Purfe  to  let  me  be  a  Dog — and  ufe  me  like  a  Dog  a  lit- 
tle.    Hurry  durry — I  will — here  'tis — [Gives  the  Pur/i. 

Aqui.  Well,  with  all  my  Heart.  But  let  me  befeech 
your  Dogfhip  to  play  your  Tricks  over  as  fall  as  yon 
can,  that  you  may  come  to  ftinking  the  fooner,  and  be 
turn'd  out  of  Doors  as  you  deferve. 

Ant.  Ay,  ay no  matter  for  that that  (han't 

move [He  gets  under  the  Table.]     Now,   bough, 

waugh  waugh,  bough  waugh [Barks  like  a  Dog. 

Aqui.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  Sir,  I  befeech  you  :  Whai 
is't  you  do  ?  If  Curs  bite,  they  muft  be  kick'd,  Sir  :  Do 
you  fee,  kick'd  thus. 

Ant.  Ay,  with  all  my  Heart :  Do,  kick,  kick  on,  novr 

I  am  under  the  Table,  kick  again kick  harder——-' 

harder  yet,    bough  waugh  waugh,  waugh,  bough- 
odd 
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odd  I'll  have  a  Snap  at  thy  Shins — bough  waugh  waugh, 
waugh,  bough odd,  {he  kicks  bravely 

Aqui.  Nay,  then  I'll  go  another  Way  to  work  with 
you  :  And  I  think  here's  an  Jnibument  fit  for  the  Pur- 
pofe  !  [Fetches  a  Wbifa  and  a  Bell. 

What,  bite  your  Miftrefs,  Sirrah  !    out  of  Doors  you 

Dog,  to  Kennel,  and-  be  hang'd- bite  your  Miltrefs 

by  the  Legs,  yo'i'Rogue [She  whips  him. 

Ant.  Nay,  prithee  Nacky,  now  thou  art  too  loving  : 
Hurry  durry,  odd,  I'll  be  a  Dog  no  longer. 

Aqui.  Nay,  none  of  your  Fawning  and  Grinning  : 
But  be  gone,  or  here's  the  Difcipline  :  What  bite  your 
Miftrefs  by  the  Leg,  ycu  Mungrel!  out  of  Doors— j 
hout,  hout,  to  Kei.nel,  Sirrah,  go. 

Ant.  This  is  very  barbarous  Ufage,  Nacky,  very  bar- 
barous ;  look  you,  I  will  not  go — I  will  not  ftir  from 
the  Door,  that  I  refolve — hurry  durry,  what  lhut  me 
Out  ?  [She  whips  him  out. 

Aqui.  Ay,  if  you  come  here  any  more  to  Night,  I'll 
have  my  Footman  lug  you,  you  Cur;  What,  bite  your 
poor  Miftrefs  Nacky,   Sirrah  ! 

Enter  Maid. 

Maid.  Heav'ns !  Madam,  what's  the  Matter  ? 

[He  howls  at  the  Door  like  a  Dog. 

Aqui.  Call  my  Footmen  hither  prefently. 
Enter  two  Footmen. 

Maid.  They're  here  already,  Madam,  all  the  Houfe 
is  alarm'd  with  a  flrange  Noife,  that  nobody  knows 
what  to  make  of. 

Aqui.  Go,  all  of  you,  and  turn  that  troublefome  Beaft 
in  the  next  Room  out  of  my  Houfe — If  ever  I  fee  him 
within  thefe  Walls  again  without  my  Leave  for  his  Ad- 
mittance, you  fneaking  Rogues — I'll  have  you  poiibn'd, 
all  poifon'd  like  Rats ;  every  Corner  of  the  Houfe  fhall 
flink  of  one  of  you  :  Go,  and  learn  hereafter  to  know 
my  Pleafure.     So ;  now  for  my  Pierre.. 

Thus,  when  the  Godlike  Lover  is  difpleas'd, 
Wefacrijice  our  Fool,  and  he's  appeas'd.        [Exeunt. 
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SCENE     II. 

Enter  Belvidera. 

Bel-v.  I  am  facrific'd  !  I'm  fold  !  betray'd  to  Sham«  ! 
Inevitable  Ruin  has  inclos'd  me  ! 
No  fooner  was  I  to  my  Bed  repair'd 
To  weigh  and  (weeping)  ponder  my  Condition, 
But  the  old  hoary  Wretch,  to  whofe  falfe  Care 
My  Peace  and  Honour  was  intruded,    came 
(Like  7tfr^«/«)'ghaftly  with  infernal  Luft. 
Oh  !  thou  Roman  Lucrece !  thou  could'lt  find  Friends 

to  vindicate  thy  Wrong  ; 
I  never  had  but  one,  and  he's  prov'd  falfe : 
He  that  mould  guard  my  Virtue,  has  betray'd  it  ; 
Left  me  !  Undone  me  !  Oh  that  I  could  hate  him  ! 
Where  mall  I  go  ?  Oh  whither,    whither  wander! 
Enter  JafHer. 

Jaff.  Can  Belvidera  want  a  Refting-place, 
When  thefe  poor  Arms  are  ready  to  receive  her  ! 
Oh !  'tis  in  vain  to  ftruggle  with  Defires. 
Strong  is  my  Love  to  thee  ;  for,  every  Moment 
I'm  from   thy  Sight,  the  Heart  within  my  Bolbm 
Mourns  like  a  tender  Infant  in  its  Cradle, 
Whofe  Nurfe  had  left  it :    Come,   and  with  the  Songs 
Of  gentle  Love  perfuadc  it  to  its  Peace. 

Eelv.  I  fear  the  ltubborn  Wanderer  will  not  own 
'Til  grown  a  Rebel,  to  be  rul'd  no  longer,  [me  ; 

Scorns  the  indulgent  Bofom  that  firft  lull'd  it ; 
And,   like  a  difobedient  Child,  difdains 
The  foft  Authority  of  Btli/iJera. 

Jaff.  There  was  a  Time 

.  Yes,  yes,  there  was  a  Time 

.('s  Tears,  her  Cries,  and  Sorrows, 
Were  not  defpis'd  ;  when  if  file  chane'd  to  figh, 

Or  look  but  fad  ; there  was  indeed  a  Time 

When  Jaffa-  would  have  uiYn  her  in  his  Arms, 

I  her  declining  He. id  upon  his  Breaft, 
And  never  left  her  till  he  found  the  Caufe. 
But  let  her  now  weep  Seas, 
Cry  till  lhe  rend  the  Earth,  figh  till  ihe  burit 

c  1:  1 
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Her  Heart  afunder  ;    ftill  fhe  bears  it  all, 
Deaf  as  the  Wind,  and  as  the  Rocks  unfhaken. 

J  (iff.  Have  I  been  deaf?   Am  I  that  Rock  unmov'd, 
Againft  whofe  Root  Tears  beat,  and  Sighs  are  fent  ? 
In  vain  have  I  beheld  thy  oorrows  calmly ! 
Witnefs  againft  me,  Heav'ns,  have  I  done  this  ? 
Then  bear  me  in  a  Whirlwind  back  again, 
And  let  that  angry  dear  One  ne'er  forgive  me. 
Oh  !  thou  too  rafhly  cenfur'ft  of  my  Love  ! 
Could'ft  thou  but  think  how  I  have  fpent  this  Night, 
Dark  and  alone,  no  Pillow  to  my  Head, 
Reft  in  my  Eyes,  nor  Quiet  in  my  Heart  ! 
Thou  v.ould'ft  not,  Bei-xudera,  finely  thou  would'ft  not 
Talk  to  me  thus,  but  like  a  pitying  Angel, 
Spreading  thy  Wings,  come  fettle  on  my  Breaft, 
And  hatch  warm  Ccmforts  there,  e're  Sorrows  freeze  it. 
Eth.  Why  then,   poor   Mourner,  in  what  baleful 
Corner 
Haft  thou  been  talking  with  that  Witch,   the  Night  ? 
On  what  cold  Stone  haft  thou  been  ftretch'd  along, 
Gathering  the  grumbling  Winds  about  thy  Head, 
To  mix  with  theirs  the  Accent  of  thy  Woes  ? 
On  !  now  I  find  the  Caufe  my  Love  forfakes  me  : 
I  am  no  longer  fit  to  bear  a  Share 
In  his  Concernments  :  My  weak  female  Virtue 
Muft  not  be  trufted  :  'Tis  too  frail  and  tender. 

Jeff.  Oh  !  Portia  !  Portia  !  What  a  Soul  was  thine  ? 
Eel<v.  That  Portia  was  a  Woman;  and  when  Bruius, 
Big  with  the  Fate  of  Rome,  (Heav'n  guard  thy  Safety  !) 
ConceaPd  from  her  the  Labours  of  the  Mind  ; 
She  let  him  fee  her  Blood  was  great  as  his. 
Flow'd  from  a  Spring  as  noble,  and  a  Lleart 
Fit  to  partake  his  Troubles,  as  his  Love. 
Fetch,   fetch  that  Dagger  back,  the  dreadful  Dower 
Thou  gav'ft  laft  Night  in  parang  with  me  ;  ftrike  it 
Here  to  my  Heart,  and,  as  the  Blcod  Rows  from  it, 
Judge  if  it  run  not  pure  as  Cato'^  Daughter's. 

jajf.  Thou  art  too  good,  and  I  indeed  unworthy, 
Unworthy  fo  much  Virtue:  Teach  me  how 
I  ma"  deferve  fuch  matchleis  Love  as  thine, 
And  iee  with  wh  it  Attention  I'll  obey  thee. 
Beh.  Do  not  defpife  me  :  That's  the  All  I  aflc. 

7«f- 


or,  A  Plot  Difcover'di  30 

Jaff.  Defpife  thee  !  Hear  me 

Btl-v.  Oh  !  Thy  charming  Tongue 
Is  but  *oo  well  acquainted  with  my  Weaknefs  ; 

let  it  name  but  Love,  my  melting  Heart 
Diflolves  within  my  Breaft ;  till  *vith  clo^'d  Eyes 
.  reei  into  thy  Arms,,  and  all's  forgotten. 

Jaff.  What  mall  I  do  ? 

Bel<u.  Tell  me,   bejuft,  and  tell  me, 
Why  dwells  that  bufy  Cloud  upon  thy  Face  ? 
why  am  I  made  a  Stranger  ?  Why  that  Sigh, 
W  I  not  know   the  Caufe  ?  Why  when  the  World 
s  wrapp'd  in  Reft,  why  chufes  then  mv  Love 
ro  wander  up  and  down  in  horrid  Darknefs, 
loathing  his  Bed,  and  thefe  defiring  Arms  ? 
Vhy  are  thefe  Eyes  blood-mot  with  tedious  Watching  ? 
Nhy  ftarts  he  now,  and  looks  as  if  he  wifh'd 
iis  Fate  were  finifti'd  ?  Tell  me,  eafe  my  Fear  ; 
Left,  when  we  next  Time  meet,  I  want  the  Power 
fo  fearch  into  the  Sicknefs  of  thy  Mind, 
>ut  talk  as  widely  then,  as  thou  look'ft  now. 

Jaff.   Oh!   Belvidera  I 

Bclv.  Why  was  I  laft  Night  deliver'd  to  a  Villain  ? 

Jaff.  Ha  !  a  Villain  ? 

Belv.  Yes  to  a  Villain  !  Why  at  fuch  an  Hour 
'Ieets  that  Alfembly,  all  made  up  of  Wretches, 
'hat  look  as  Hell  had  drawn  them  into  League  ? 
Vhy,  I  in  thL  Hand,  and  in  that  a  Dag-ger, 
Vas  I  deliver'd  with  fuch  dreadful  Ceremonies  ? 

To  yea,   Sirs,  and  to  your  Honour  1  bequeath  I     , 

And  with  her  this  :  h  prove  unworthy — 

Ten  know  the  reft — then  Jirike  it  to  her  R 
)h  !   why's  that  reft  conceal'd  from  me:   mult  I 
e  made  the  Hoitage  of  a  hcllifh  Trull  ? 
or  fuch  I  know  I  am  ;  that's  all  mv  Value  : 
nt,  by  the  Love  and  Loyalty  I  owe  thee, 
il  free  thee  from  th  of  thefe  Slaves ; 

traight  to  the  Senate,  till  'em  all  1  know, 

ink,  all  that  my  Fears  inform  me. 
his  the  Blood 
hat  boafts  its  Purity  with  Ca/o's  Daughter  ! 
'ould  lhe  have  e'er  betray'd  her  Biutus? 

C  i  Btk\ 
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Belv.  No  : 

For  Brutus  trufted  her  :  Wert  thou  fo  kind, 
What  would  not  Belvidera  fufrer  for  thee  ? 
Jaff.  I  lhall  undo  myfelf,  and  tell  thee  all. 
Belv.  Look  not  upon  me  as  I  am  a  Woman, 
But  as  a  Bone,  thy  Wife,  thy  Friend  ;  who  long 
Has  had  Adrniflion  to  thy  Heart,  and  there 
Study'd  the  \  irtues  cf  thy  gallant  Nature  : 
Thy  Conftancy,  thy  Courage,  and  thy  Truth, 
Have  been  my  daily  Lefibn  :  I  have  learn'd  em. 
And,  bold  as  thou,  can  iufrer  or  defpife 
The  worft  of  Fates  for  thee,  and  with  thee  {hare  'er 
Jaff.  Oh  1  thou  divineft  Power!  look  down  andh 
My  Prayers  !  inftrucl  me  to  reward  this  Virtue  ! 
Yet  think  a  little,  e're  thou  tempt  me  further; 
Think  I've  a  Tale  to  teli  will  fnake  thy  Nature, 
Melt  all  this  beaded  Conftancy  thou  talk'ft  of, 
Into  vile  Tears  and  despicable  Scrrows : 
Then  if  thou  fhould'ft  betray  me  ! 
Belv.  Shaii  I  fwear  ! 

Jaff.  No,  do  not  (wear  :  I  would  not  violate 
Thy  tender  Nature  with  fo  rude  a  Bond  : 
But  as  thou  hop'ft  to  fee  me  live  my  Days, 
And  love  thee  lor.g,  lock  this  within  thy  Breaft: 
I've  bound  myfelf  by  all  the  ftrifteft  Sacraments, 

Divine  and  Human 

Belv.  Speak  ! 

Jaff.  To  kill  thy  Father 

Belv.  My  Father ! 

Jaff.  Nay,  the  Throats  of  the  whole  Senate 
Shall  bleed,  my  Belindera  :  He,  amongft  us, 
That  (pares  his  Father,  Brother,  or  his  Friend, 
Is  dairmM.     How  rich  and  beauteous  will  the  Face 
Of  Ruin  look,  when  the(e  wide  Streets  run  Blood: 
I,  and  the  glorious  Partners  of  ray  Fortune, 
Shouting,  and  ilriding  o'er  the  proftrate  Dead 
Still  to  new  Wafte ;   whilil  thou  far  oft  in  Safety, 
Smilii.^,  (halt  fee  the  Wonders  of  our  Daring  ; 
And,  when  Night  comes,  with  Praife  and  Love 
ceive  me. 
Belv.  Oh! 

J 
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Jaf.  Have  a  Care,  and  fhrink  not  even  in  Thought  : 

For  if  thou  dolt 

Bclv.  I  know  it,  thou  wilt  kill  me. 
Do,  llrike  thy  Sword  into  this  Cofom  :  Lay  me 

on  the  Earth,  and  then  thou  wilt  be  fafe. 
Murder  my  Father  !   tho'  his  cruel  Nature 
Has  perfecuted  me  to  my  Undoing  : 
Driven  me  to  bafeil  Wants  ;  can  I  behold  him, 
With  Smiles  of  Vengeance,  batcher'd  in  his  Age  ? 
The  facred  Fountain  of  my  Life  deitroy'd  ? 
And  can'ft.  thou  iked  the  Blood,  that  gave  me  Being  ? 
Nav,  be  a  Traytor  too,  and  fell  thy  Country  ? 
Can  thv  great  H<?jrt  defcend  lb  vilely  low, 
Mix  with  hir'd  Slaves,  Bravoes,  and  common  Stabbers, 
Nofe-flitters,  Alley-lurking  Villains  !  join 
With  fuch  a  Crew,  and  take  a  Ruffian's  Wages 
•To  cut  the  Throats  of  Wretches  as  they  fleep  ? 

Jaff.  Thou  wrong'ft  me,  Belnjidera  !  I've  engag'd 
With  Men  of  Souls ;  fit  to  reform  the  Ills 
Of  all  Mankind  :  There's  not  a  Heart  amongfl:  them 
But's  (lout  as  Death,  yet  honefl  as  the  Nature 
Of  Man  firft  made,  e're  Fraud  and  Vice  were  Fafhioni. 
Belv.  What's  he,  to  whole  curs'd  Hands  lad  Night 
thou  gav'it  mc  ? 
Was  that  well  done  r  Oh  !  I  could  tell  a  Story 
Would  rouze  thy  Lion  Heart  out  of  its  Den, 
And  make  it  rage  with  terrifying  Fury. 
Jajf.  Speak  on,  I  charge  thee. 
Belv.  Oh!   my   Love,  if  e'er 
Thy  Bcl-jiaeras  Peace  deferv'd  thy  Care, 
Remove  me  from  this  Place:  Fall  Night,   lair  Night  '. 
J  off.  Diilracl  me  not,  but  give  me  all  the  Truth. 
Belt/.  No  (©on  a  v.ert  thou  gone,  and  1  alone, 
Left  in  the  Power  of  that  old  Son  of  Miichief ; 
No  fooner  was  1  lain  on   my  fad  Bed, 
But  that  vile  Wretch  approach'd  me,  loofe,  unbutton'd, 
Read,  lation  :  Then  my  Heart 

Throbb'd  with  its  Fears :  i  >h  !  how  1  wept  and  figh"d  ! 
And  (hrunk  and  trembled  !  with'd  in  vain  for  him 
That  would  protect  me !  Thou,  alas,  wert  gone. 
JaJ~.  Patience,  fweet  Ileav'n,  till  1  make  Vengeance 
fure.  C  3  Btlv* 
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a  ^7%Hedrewthe  hideous  Da^er  forth   thou  o-u- 
And  with  upbraiding  Smiles  he  fl,  BeuJ^'Kl 

And  in  my  A         th£n  }  and 

^^7.  •i-Nomcre;  J  ch.iroe  thee  L-*>pt- fV.,%  c        ..   1   r 
C!e?r  nn  t-l,™  c  fci  eeP  tJlls  Secret  clofe 

w!      up  thy  Sorrows,  lock  as  if  thy  Wrongs 
J  ere  all  forgot,  and  treat  him  like'  i  Friend 
As  no  Complaint  were  made.     No  more  -retire 
Retire,.  my  Lite,  and  doubt  not  of  ray  Honour    ' 

Jn  W  live     "  d  '  ?"*  U'kh  thee'  Ifear  thou  -il 
;XPleaw  me>  and  return  no  mere. 

4«{the'r  Nilrr  m0T  •'  J  TUld  n0t  live  »'itho^  J 
.another  Night  to  purchase  the  Creation. 

Bfk>.  When  mall  vve  meet  again? 

Jaff.  Anon  at  Twelve 

J'11  ileal  myfelf  to  t]ly  expe£li      A 

5%^  By  all  our  Loves. 

Bel<u.  'Tis  had  to  part : 
But  fure  no  Falihood  ever  look'd  fo  fcirfy 
rarewel ;  remember  Twelve.  r-  . 

«r?^V  Let  Hcav'n  for£et  »e,  L      A 

When  I  remember  not  thy  Truth,  thy  Love. 
How  curs  d  is  my  Condition,  tofs'd  and  jollied 
from  every  Corner;  Fortune's  common  Fool, 
iiiejeitcr  Rogues,  an  inflrumental  Afs, 
For  Villains  to  lay  Loads  of  Shame  upon, 
And  drive  about  jufl  for  their  Eafe  and  Scorn. 

„,  Enter  Pierre. 

Pier.  Jaffier! 

Jaff.  Who  calls  ? 

Pier.  A  Friend,   that  could  have  wilh'd 

A  W7 ■        ndLth?od»«u-ife  employed:  What,  hunt 

Of    lu°n  t,he-du11  S°iI!  ^reaftaunchHulW 
Ur  all  Hounds  is  the  dullefh     Wilt  thou  never, 

Never 
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[  [ever  be  wean'd  from  Caudles  and  Confections  ? 
-    lat  feminine  Tales  hail  thou  been  lifl'ning  to, 
1   air'd  Shirts,  Catarrhs  and  Tooth-ach,  got 
By  thin-fold  Shoes  ?   Damnation  !  that  a  Fellow, 
Chofen  to  be  a  Sharer  in  the  Deitruftion 
Of  a  whole  People,  mould  fneak  thus  in  Corners 
To  eafe  his  fulfome  Lulls,  and  fool  his  Mind. 

y<l/f'-  May  not  a  Man  then  trifle  out  an  Hour 
With  a  kind  Woman,  and  not  wrong  his  Calling ! 

Pier    Not  in  a  Caufe  like  ours. 

Jaff.  Then,  Friend,  our  Caufe 
Is  in  a  damn'd  Condition  :  For,  I'll  tell  thee, 
That  Canker-worm,  call'd  Leacbery,   has  touch'd  it ; 
'Tis  tainted  vilely  :  Would'il  thou  think  it  ?   Renault 
(Tluit  mortify'd  old  wiihcr'd  Winter  Rogue) 
Loves  fimple  Fornication  like  a  Prieil ; 
I  found  him  out  for  watering  at  my  Wife  ; 
He  viiited  her  lail  Night,  like  a  kind  Guardian  t 
Faith,  fhe  has  fome  Temptation,  that's  the  Truth  on't. 

Pier.  He  durfl  not  wrong  his  Trull. 

Jaff.  'Twas  fomething  late  though, 
To  take  the  Freedom  of  a  Lady's  Chamber. 

Pier.  Was  (lie  in  Bed  ? 

Jaff.  Yes,  Faith!  in  Virgin-meets 
White  as  her  Bofom,  Pierre,  difh'd  neatly  up, 
Might  tempt  a  weaker  Appetite  to  talle. 
Oh  !  how  the  old  Fox  flunk,  I  warrant  thee, 
When  the  rank  Fit  was  on  him. 

Pier.  Patience  guide  me  ! 
He  us'd  no  Violence  ? 

jf'tijf.  No,  no,  out  on't,  Violence  ! 
Play'd  with  her  Neck  !  brufli'd  her  with  his  grey  Beard, 
Struggl'd  and  touz'd,  tickl'd  her  till  fhefqueak'd  a  little, 
May  be,  orfo but  not  a  Jot  of  Violence 

Pitr.  Damn  him. 

JaJ\  Ay,  (>)  I'.y  I :   Bat  hufh,  no  more  on't ; 
All  hitherto  is  well,  and  1  believe 
Myfelf  no  Monfter  yet  :   Tho'  no  Man  knows 
What  Fate  he's  born  to.     Sure  'tis  near  the  Hour 
'  We  all  ihould  inert  tor  on;  concluding  Orders  : 
Will  the  Ambail'ador  be  here  in  Perlon  ? 


44  V.e  nice    Preferv'd : 

Pier.  No  :  he  has  fent  Commiffion  to   that  Villain 
To  give  the  executing  Charge  :  [Renault 

I'd  have  thee  be  a  Man,  if  poffible, 
And  keep  thy  Temper  ;  for  a  brave  Revenge 
Ne'er  comes  too  late. 

Jaff.  Fear  not,  I  am  as  cool  as  Patience. 
Had  he  compleated  my  Difhonour,  rather 
Than  hazard  the  Snccefs  our  Hopes  are  ripe  for, 
I'd  bear  it  all  with  mortifying  Virtue. 

Pier.  He's  yonder,  coming  this  Way  thro'  the  Hall; 
His  Thoughts  feem  full. 

Jaff.  Prithee  retire  and  leave  me 
With  him  alone  :  I'll  put  him  to  fome  Trial.; 
See  how  his  rotten  Part  will  bear  the  Touching. 

Pier.  Be  careful  then.  [Exit. 

J nff.  Nay,  never  doabt,  but  truft  me. 
What,  be  a  Devil  !  take  a  damning  Oath 
Fcr  fhedJing  native  Blood  !  Can  there  be  a  Sin 
In  merciful  Repentance  ?  Oh!  this  Villain  ! 
Enter  Renault. 

Ren.  Perverfe  and  peevifn  :  What  a  Slave  is  Man 
To  let  his  itching  Flelh  thus  get  the  better  of  him  .' 

Difpatch  the  Tool  her  Hufband that  were  well. 

Who's  there  ? 

Jaff.  A  Man. 

Ren.  My  Friend,  my  near  Ally, 
The  Hoftage  of  your  Faith,  my  beauteous  Charge,  is 
very  well. 

Jaff.  Sir,  are  you  fure  of  that  ? 
Stand  fhe  in  perfect  Health  ?  Beats  her  Pulfe  even  r 
Neither  too  hot  nor  cold  ? 

Ren.  What  means  that  Queftion  ? 

Jaff.  Oh  !  Women  have  fantaftick  Conftitutions, 
Inconftant  as  their  Wifhes,  always  wavering, 
And  never  fix'd  :  Was  it  not  boldly  done 
Even  at  firft  Sight  to  truft  the  Thing  I  lov'd 
(A  tempting  Treafure  too)   with  Youth  fo  fierce 
And  vigorous  as  thine?  But  thou  art  honeft. 

Ren.   Who  dare  accufe  me  ? 

Jaff.  Curs'd  be  he  that  doubts 
Thy  Virtue;  I  have  try'd  it,  and  declare, 

Were 
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Were  I  to  chuie  a  Guardian  of  my  Honour,- 
I'd  put  it  in  thy  keeping  :  For  I  know  thee. 
Ren.  Know  me  ! 

f.  Ay,  know  thee  :  There's  no  Falfhoodin  thee, 
Thou  look'iljuft  as  thou  art:  let  us  embrace. 
Now  would'll:  thou  cut  my  Throat,  or  I  cut  thine. 
Ren.  You  dare  not  do't. 
Jaff.  You  lye,  Sir. 
Ren.  How  ! 
Jaff.  No  more. 
'Tis  a  bafe  World,  and  mufl  reform  that's  all. 
Enter  Spinofa,  Theodore,  Eliot,   Revellido,   Durand, 
Bramveil,  and the  reft  of  the  Confpiraton. 
Ren. 

Spin.  The  fame. 
Ren.  You  arc  welcome. 
Spin.  You  are  trembling,  Sir. 
Ren.  'Tis  a  cold  Night,  indeed  ;  I  am  aged, 
Full  of  Decay,  and  natural  Infirmities;  [Pier,  re  enters. 
(hall  be  warm,  my  Friends,  I  hope  To-morrow. 
Pier.    Twas  not   well   done ;    thou  fhould'rt  hav^ 
And  not  have  gaul'd  him.  [ilroak'd  him. 

.   Damn  him,  let  him  chew  on't. 
Heav'n!   VI  ,sith  curfed  Friends, 

Thar  ..inm  mc  !   What  a  Devil's  Man, 

When  he  forgets  his  Nature hufh,  my  Heart. 

R<  1.  My  Friends,  'tis  late  :  Are  we  a  Eembled  all  ? 
Where's  Theodore? 
Thco.  At  hand. 
Ken.  Spinofa. 
Spin.  Here. 
Re:.  Branmeil. 
Brum.  I  am  ready. 
Ren.  Durand  and  Brabe. 
Dur.  Command  us ; 
We  are  both  prepar'd. 
Ren.  do, 

1  !  You're  Men  I  find. 
Fit  to  behold  your  Fate,  am!  meet  her  Summons: 
I  '.ng  Sun  mull  fee  you  all 

Deck'd  in  your  Flonours.  Idlers  re;.!    ' 

All,  All,' all. 

C  5  Ra\ 
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Ren.  You,  Durand,  with  your  Thoufand  muft  poiTefs 
St.  Mark's ;  you  Captain,  know  your  Charge  already  ; 
'Tis  to  fecure  the  Ducal  Palace  :  You, 
Brabe,  with  a  hundred  more,  muft  gain  the  Secque  : 
With  the  like  Number,  Bratnueil,  to  the  Procurak. 
Be  all  this  done  with  the  leaft  Tumult  poifible, 
'Till  in  each  Place  you  poit  fufficient  Guards : 
Then  fheathe  your  Swords  in  every  Breaft  you  meet. 

J  off.  Oh  !  reverend  Cruelty  !  damn'd  bloody  Villainl 

Ren.  During  tfeis  Execution,  Durand,  you 
Mult  in  the  Mid  ft  keep  your  Battalia  fait ; 
And,  Theodore,  be  fure  to  plant  the  Cannon 
That  may  command  the  Streets ;  whilit  Reuellido, 
Mazzano,  Terncn,  and  Retroji  guard  you. 
This  done,  we'll  give  the  general  Alarm, 
Apply  Petards,  and  force  the  Ars'nal  Gates  ; 
Then  fire  the  City  round  in  feveral  Places, 
Or  with  our  Cannon  (if  it  dare  refill) 
Batter  to  Ruin.     But  above  all  I  charge  you, 
Shed  Blood  enough,  fpare  neither  Sex  nor  Age, 
Name  nor  Condition  ;  if  there  lives  a  Senator 
After  To-morrow,  though  the  dulleit  Rogue 
That  e'er  faid  nothing,  we  have  loft  our  Ends  : 
If  poifible,  let's  kill  the  very  Name 
Of  Senator,  and  bury  it  in  Blood. 

Jaff.   Mercilcfs  horrid  Slave Ay,  Blood  enough  ! 

Shed  Elood  enough,  old  Renault  !  how  thou  charm'fl 
me ! 

Rem.  But  one  thing  more,  and  then  Farewell,  till  Fate 
Join  us  again,  or  feparate  us  ever  : 
Firit  let's  embrace.     Heav'n  knovv's  who  next  iliall  thus 
Wing  ye  together:  But  let  us  all  remember, 
We  wear  no  common  Caufe  upon  our  Sword  : 
Let  each  Man  think,   that  on  his  fmgle  Virtue 
Depends  the  Good  and  Fame  of  all  the  reft  ; 
Eternal  Honour,  or  perpetual  Infamy. 
Let  us  remember*  through  what  dreadful  Hazards 
Propitious  Fortune  hitherto  hath  led  us  : 
How  often  on  the  Brink  of  fome  Difcovery 
Have  we  flood  tottering,  yet  ftill  kept  our  Ground 
So  well,  that  the  bufieft  Searchers  ne'er  could  iollow 
Thofe  fubtle  Tracks,  which  puzsled  all  Sufpicion  ? 
To.,  eroop,  Sir.  JaJT' 
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Jaff.  No  :  with  moil  profound  Attention 
I've  heard  it  all,  and  wonder  at  thy  Virtue. 

Ren.  Tho'  there  be  yet  few  Hours  'twixc  them  and 
Are  not  the  Senate  lull'd  in  full  Security,  [Ruin, 

Quiet  and  fatisfy'd,  as  Fools  are  always  ? 
Never  did  fo  profound  Repofe  fore-run 
Calamity  fo  great :  Nay,  our  good  Fortune 
Has  blinded  the  molt  piercing  of  Mankind, 
Strengthen'd  the  fearfulleft,  charm'd  the  moil  fufpe&ful, 
Confounded  the  moil  fubtle  :  For  we  live, 
We  live  my  Friends,  and  quickly  fhall  our  Life 
Prove  fatal  to  thefe  Tyrants :   Let's  confider, 
That  we  deftroy  Opprefiion,  Avarice, 
A  People  nurs'd  up  equally  with  Vices 
And  loathfome  Lulls,  which  Nature  moll  abhors, 
And  fuch  as  without  Shame  ihe  cannot  fuffer. 

Jaff.  Oh  !  Belnsidcra,  take  me  to  thy  Arms, 
And  Ihevv  where's  my  Peace,  for  I  have  loll  it.    [Exit, 

Ren.  Without  the  leaft  Remorfe  then  let's  refolve 
With  Fire  and  Sword  t'exterminate  thefe  Tyrants  ; 
And  when  we  fhall  behold  thefe  curs'd  Tribunals 
Stain'd  by  the  Tears  and  Sufferings  of  the  Innocent, 
Burning  with  Flames  rather  from  Heav'n  than  ours, 
The  raging,  furious,  and  unpitying  Soldier 
Pulling  his  reeking  Dagger  from  the  Bofoms 
Of  gafping  Wretches ;  Death  in  every  Quarter, 
With  all  that  fad  Diforder  can  produce 
To  make  a  Spectacle  of  Horror  ;  then, 
Then  let  us  call  to  mind,  my  dearefl  Friends, 
That  there  is  nothing  pure  upon  the  Earth  ; 
That  the  moft  valu'd  Things  have  moll  Alloys, 
And  that  in  Change  of  all  thole  vile  Enormities, 
Under  whole  Weight  this  wretched  Country  labours, 
The  Means  are  only  in  our  Hands  to  crown  them. 

Pier.  And  may  thofe  Powers  above  ,that  ar*  propitious 
To  gallant  Minds,  record  this  Caofc  and  blcfs  it. 

R,».  Thus  happy,  thus  fecure  of  all  we  wilh  for, 
Should  there,  my  Friends,  be  found  amonglt  us  one 
Falfe  to  this  glorious  Enterprise,  what  Fate. 
What  Vengeance  were  enough  for  fuch  a  Villain  ? 

Eli.  Death  here  without  Repentance,  Hell  hereafter. 
C  6 
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Ren.  Let  that  be  my  Lot,  if,  as  here  I  ftand, 
Lifted  by  Fate  among  her  darling  Sons, 
The'  I  had  one  only  Brother,  dear  by  all 
The  ftridteft  Ties  of  Nature  ;  tho'  one  Hour 
Had  given  us  Birth,  one  Fortune  fed  our  Wants, 
One  only  Lo\e,  and  that  but  of  each  other, 
Still  fill'd  our  Minds  :  Could  I  have  fuch  a  Friend 
Join'd  in  this  Caufe,  and  had  but  Ground  to  fear 
He  meant  foul  Play  ;  may  this  right  Hand  drop  from 
If  I'd  not  hazard  all  my  future  Peace,  [me, 

And  flab  him  to  the  Heart  before  you.     Who? 
Who  would  do  lefs  ?  would'lt  thou  not,  Pierre,  the  fame  ? 
Pier.  You've  fingled  me,  Sir,  out  for  this  hard  Quef- 
As  if  'twere  ftarted  only  for  my  Sake  ;  [tion, 

Am  I  the  Thing  you  fear?  Here,  here's  my  Bofom, 
Search  it  with  all  your  Swords  :  Am  I  a  Traytor  ? 

Ren.  No  :  But  I  fear  your  late  commended  Friend 
Is  little  lefs  :   Come,  Sirs,  'tis  now  no  Time 
To  trifle  with  our  Safety.    Where's  this  Jafjier  ? 

Spin:  He  left  the  Room  jufl  now  in  ftrange  Diforder. 

Ren.  Nay,  there  is  Danger  in  him  :  I  obferv'd  him  ; 
During  the  Time  I  took  for  Explanation, 
He  was  traniported  from  moft  deep  Attention 
To  a  Ccnfufion  which  he  could  not  fmother. 
His  Looks  grew  full  of  Sadnefs  and  Surprize, 
All  which  betray'd  a  wavering  Spirit  in  him, 
That  labour'd  with  Relu&ar.cy  and  Sorrow. 
What's  requifite  for  Safety  muft  be  done 
With  fpeedy  Execution  ;  he  remains 
Yet  in  our  Power  :  I  for  my  own  Part  wear 
A  Dagger 

Pier.  Well. 

Ren.  And  I  could  wifh  it 

Pier.  Where  ? 

Ren.  Bury'd  in  his  Heart. 

Pier    Away  ;  we're  yet  all  Friends ; 
No  more  of  this,  'twill  breed  ill  Blood  among  us. 

Spin.  Let  us    all  draw  our   Swords  and  fearch  the 
Houfe, 
Pull  him  from  the  dark  Flole  where  he  fits  brooding 
O'er  his  cold  Fears,  and  each  Man  kill  his  Share  of  him. 

Pier.  Who  talks  of  killing  ?  who's  he'll  flied  the  Blood, 

Thaf* 
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That's  dear  to  me  ?  Is't  you  ?  or  you,  Sir  ? 
What,  not  one  fpeak  ?  How  you  Hand  gaping  all 
On  your  grave  Oracle,  your  wooden  God  there  ! 
Yet  not  a  Word  !  Then,  Sir,  I'll  tell  y'a  Secret ; 
Sufpicion's  but  at  belt  a  Coward's  Virtue.  [To  Ren, 

Ren.  A  Coward  !  [Handles  his  S-xvord. 

Pier.   Put  up  thy  Sword,  old  Man, 
Thy  Hand  (hakes  at  it.     Come,  let's  heal  this  Breach  ; 
I  am  too  hot :  We  yet  may  all  live  Friends. 

Spin.  Till  we  are  fafe,  our  Friendfhip  cannot  be  fo. 

Pier.  Again  !  Who's  that  ? 

Spin.  'Twas  I. 

Thiod.  And  I. 

Rev.  And  I. 

Eli.  And  all. 

Ren.  Who  are  on  my  Side  ? 

Spin.  Every  honeit  Sword, 
Let's  die  like  Men,  and  not  be  fold  like  Slaves. 

Pier.  One  fuch  Word  more,  by  Heav'n  I'll  to  the  Se- 
And  hang  ye  all  like  Dogs,  in  Clutters.  [nate, 

Why  weep  your  Coward  Swords  half  out  their  Shells  ? 
Why  do  you  not  all  brandifh  them  like  mine  ? 
You  fear  to  die,  and  yet  dare  talk  of  killing. 

Ren.  Go  to  the  Senate  and  betray  us  !  hade, 
Secure  thy  wretched  Life  ;  we  fear  to  die 
Lefs  than  thou  dar'ft  be  honeft. 

Pier.  That's  rank  Falfhood  ; 
Fear'lt  not  thou  Death  ?  Fie,  there's  a  knavifh  Itch 
In  that  fait  Blood,  an  utter  Foe  to  Smarting. 
Had  Jaffurs  Wife  prov'd  kind,  he'd  llill  been  true. 

Faugh how  that  ilinks  ? 

Thou  die  !   thou  kill  my  Friend,  or  thou,  or  thou, 

With  that  Iran,  wither'd  Face  ! 

Away,  difperfe  all  to  your  feveral  Charges, 

And  meet  To-morrow  where  your  Honour  calls  you  ; 

I'll  bring  that  Man,  whofe  Blood  you  fo  much  thirrt  for, 

And  you  fhall  fee  him  venture  for  you  fairly 

Hence,  hence,  I  fay.  [Exit  Renault  angrily. 

Spin.  I  fear  we  have  been  to  blame, 
And  done  too  much. 

Thcod.  'Twas  too  far  urg'd  againll  the  Man  you  lov'd. 

Rev. 
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Rev.  Here  take  our  Swords,  and  crufli  them  with  your 

Spin,  Forgive  us,  gallant  Friend.  [Feet. 

Pier.  Na. ,  now  you've  found 
The  Way  to  melt,  and  caft  me  as  you  will : 
I'll  fetch  this  Friend,  and  give  him  to  your  Mercy  : 
Nay,  he  (hall  die,  if  you  will  take  him  from  me. 
For  your  Repofe,  I'll  quit  my  Heart's  beft  Jewel ; 
But  would  not  have  him  torn  away  by  Villains, 
A  fpiteful  Villainy. 

Spin.  No,  may  you  both 
For  ever  live,  and  fill  the  World  with  Fame.       [cord  ? 

Pier.  Now  ye're  too  kind.    Whence  rofe  all  this  Dif- 
Oh  !  What  a  dangerous  Precipice  have  we  'fcap'd  ! 
How  near  a  Fall  was  all  we'd  long  been  building  ! 
What  an  eternal  Bk;t  had  fbain'd  our  Glories, 
If  one,  the  braveft  and  the  bell;  of  Men, 
Had  fall'n  a  Sacrifice  to  ram  Sufpicion, 
Butcher'd  by  thole  whofe  Caufe  he  came  tJ  cherifh  ! 
O  !  could  you  know  him  all,  as  I  have  known  him, 
How  good  he  if,  howjuit,  how  true,  how  brave, 
You  would  not  leave  this  Place  till  you  had  feen  him  ; 
Humbled  yourfelves  before  him,  kifs'd  his  Feet, 
And  gain'd  Remiflion  for  the  worft  of  Follies. 

Come  but  To-morrow,  all y -our  Doubts  Jk all  end,  ~\ 

And  to  your  Loves  me  better  recommend,  > 

That  I've  prcfer-j d your  Fame,  and  fai/d  my  Friend.     } 

[Exeunt. 


A  C  T    IV.       SCEN  E    I. 

Enter  Jaftier  rtw^Belvidera. 
Jaff.  I  T  7Here  dolt  thou  lead  me?   Ev'ry  Step  I  move, 
VV    Methinks  1  tread  upon  fome  mangled  Limb 
Of  a  rack  d  Friend  :  O  my  charming  Ruin  ! 
Where  are  we  wandering  i 

Belv.  To  eternal  Honour. 
You  do  a  Deed  fhall  chronicle  thy  Name, 
Among  the  glorious  Legends  of  thofe  few, 

That 


or,  A  Plot  DiJ "cover' d.  51 

That  have  fav'd  finking  Nations :  Thy  Renown 
Shall  be  the  future  Song  of  all  the  Virgins, 
Who  by  thy  Piety  have  been  preferv'd 
From  horrid  Violation  ?  Every  Street 
Shall  be  adorn'd  with  Statues  to  thy  Honour, 
And  at  thy  Feet  this  great  Infcription  written, 
Remember  him  that  propped  the  Fall  of  Venice. 

Jctff-  Rather,  remember  him,  who,  after  all 
The  facred  Bonds  of  Oaths  and  holier  Friendfhip, 
In  fond  Compaflion  to  a  Woman's  Tears, 
Forgot  his  Manhood,   Virtue,  Truth,  and  Honour, 
To  facrifice  the  Bofom  that  relicv'd  him. 
Why  wilt  thou  damn  me? 

Belv.  Oh  !  Inconftant  Man  ! 
How  will  you  promife  !  How  will  you  deceive  ! 
Do,  return  back,  and  replace  me  in  my  Bondage, 
Tell  all  thy  Friends  how  dang'roufly  thou  lov'it  me, 
And  let  thy  Dagger  do  its  bloody  Office. 
Oh  !   that  kind  Dagger,  Joff.cr,  how  'twill  look 
Struck  thro'  my  Heart,  drench'd  in  my  Blood  to  th'  Hilt ; 
Whillt  thefe  poor  dying  Eyes  fhall  with  their  Tears 
No  more  torment  thee,  then  thou  wilt  be  free  : 
Or,  if  thou  think'it  it  nobler,  let  me  live, 
Tili  I'm  a  Victim  to  the  hateful  Lull 
Of  that  infernal  DeVil,  that  old  Fiend, 
That's  damn'd  himfelf,  and  would  undo  Mankind. 
Lair.  Night,  my  Love  ! 

Jaff.  Name  it  no;  again  : 
It  Ihews  a  bealt.lv  Image  to  my  Fancy, 
Will  wake  me  into  A'adncfs.     Oh  !  the  Villain  ! 
That  durfl  approach  fuch  Purity  as  thine 
On  Terms  fo  vile  :  DeuVudlion,  fwift  Deftruclion, 
Fall  on  my  coward  Head,  and  make  my  Name 
The  common  Scorn  of  Fools,  if  I  forgive  him  : 
If  I  forgive  him  !  If  I  not  revenge 
With  utmoll  Rage,  and  moll  unila\  ir.g  Fury, 
Thy  Suffering,   thou  dear  Darling  of  my  Life. 

Belli.   Delay  no  longer  then,   but  to  the  Senate, 
And  tell  the  difmaJFfl  Story  ever  uttcr'd  : 
Tell  'cm  what  Bloodfhed,  Rapines,   Delations, 
Have  been  prepar'd  :  How  ncar's  the  fatal  1 1 

Save 
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Save  thy  poor  Country,  fave  the  reverend  Blood 
Of  all  its  Nobles,  which  To-morrow's  Dawn 
Mult  elfe  fee  fhed  :  Save  the  poor  tender  Lives 
Of  all  thofe  little  Infants,  which  the  Swords 
Of  Murderers  are  whetting  for  this  Moment: 
Think  thou  already  hear'ft  their  dying  Screams, 
Think  that  thou  fee'ft  their  fad  diftracled  Mothers 
Kneeling  before  thy  Feet,  and  begging  Pity  : 
With  torn  diihevel'd  Hair,  and  ftreaming  Eyes, 
Their  naked  mangled  Breafts  befmear'd  with  Blood  j 
And  even  the  Milk,  with  which  their  fondled  Babes 
Softly  they  hufti'd,  dropping  in  Anguifli  from  'em  : 
Think  thou  fceft  this,  and  then  confult  thy  Heart. 

Jaff.  Oh  ! 

Beli\  Think  too,  if  you  lofe  this  prefent  Minute, 
What  Miferies  the  next  Day  brings  upon  thee  : 
Imagine  all  the  Horrors  of  that  Night; 
Murder  and  Rapine,  Wade  and  Dcfolation, 
Confus'dly  raging  :  Think  what  then  may  prove 
Mv  Lot  ;  the  Ravifher  may  then  come  fafe, 
And  'rnidit  the  Terror  of  the  publick  R.uin 
Do  a  damn'd  Deed;  perhaps  may  lay  a  Train 
To  catch  thy  Life  :  Then  where  will  be  Revenge, 
The  dear  Revenge  that's  due  to  fuch  a  Wrong  ? 

Jaff.  By  all  Heav'n's  Powers,  prophetick  Truth  dwells 
in  thee, 
For  ev'ry  Word  thou  fpeak'ft  ftrikes  thro'  my  Heart, 
Like  a  new  Light,  and  fhews  it  how't  has  wander'd. 
Tuft  what  thou'it  made  me,  take  me,  Beividcra, 
And  lead  me  to  the  Place  where  I'm  to  fay 
This  bitter  Leflbn  ;  where  I  mull  betray 
My  Truth,  my  Virtue,  Conftancy,  and  Friends : 
Mult  I  betray  my  Friend  ?  Ah  !  take  me  quickly  ; 
Secure  me  well  before  that  Thought's  renew'd  ; 
If  I  relapfe  once  more,  all's  loft  for  ever. 

Belv.  Haft  thou  a  Friend  more  dear  than  Belvidcra  ? 

Jaff.  No  ;  thou  art  my  Soul  kfeif,  Wealth,  Friend- 
fhip,  Honour, 
All  prefent  Joys,  and  Earned  of  ail  future 
Are  fumm'd  in  thee  :  Methinks  when  in  thy  Arms, 
Thus  leaning  on  thy  Breath,  one  Minute's  more 

Than 
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Than  a  long  thoufand  Years  of  vulgar  Hours. 

Why  was  fuch  Happinefs  not  given  me  pure  ? 

Why  dafh'd  with  cruel  Wrongs,  and  bitter  Warnings  ? 

Come,  lead  me  forward  now  like  a  tame  Lamb 

To  Sacrifice.     Thus,  in  his  fatal  Garlands 

Dcck'd  fine  and  pleas'd,  the  Wanton  flaps  and  plays, 

Trots  by  tV  enticing  flattering  Priejlefs1  Side, 

And,  much  tranjpcrted  ivith  its  little  Pride, 

Forgets  bis  dear  Companions  of  the  Plain ; 

'Till,  by  her  bound,  he's  on  the  Altar  lain, 

2  ~et  then  too  hardly  bleats,  fuch  Pleafure's  in  the  Pain 
Enter  Officer,  and  fix  Guards. 

Offi.  Stand,  who  goes  there  ? 

Bel<v.  Friends. 

Jaff.  Friends,  Belvidera  ?  hide  me  from  my  Friends  > 
By  Hcav'n,  I'd  rather  fee  the  Face  of  Hell, 
Than  meet  the  Man  I  love. 

Offi.  But  what  Friends  are  you  ? 

Jaff.  Friends  to  the  Senate,  and  the  State  of  Venice. 

Offi.  My  Orders  are  to  fcize  on  all  I  find 
At  this  late  Hour,  and  bring  'em  to  the  Council, 
Who  are  now  fitting. 

Jaff.  Sir,  you  fhall  be  obey'd. 
Hold,  Brute,  Hand  off,  none  of  your  Paws  upon  me. 
Now  the  Lot's  cad,  and  Fate  do  what  thou  wilt. 

[Exeunt  guarded. 

SCENE    II.       The  Senate-houfe. 

'Where  appear  fitting  the  Duke  of 'Venice,  Priuli,  Antonio, 
and  eight  other  Senators. 

Duke.  Antony,  Priuli,   Senators  of  Venice, 
Speak,  why  arc  we  aflembled  here  this  Night; 
What  have  you  to  inform  us  of,  concerns 
The  State  of  Venice'  Honour,  or  ^ts  Safety? 

Pri.  Could  Words  exprefs  the  Story  I've  to  tell  you, 
Fathers,   thefe  Tears  w  ere  ufelcfs,   the fe  fad  Tears 
That  fr.ll  from  my  old  Eyes  ;  but  there  is  Caufe 
We  all  fhould  weep,  tea*  oft'  thefe  Purple  Robes, 
And  wrap  ourielvcs  in  Sackcloth,  fitting  down. 

On 
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On  the  fad  Earth,  and  cry  aloud  to  Heav'n : 
Heav'n  knows  if  yet  there  be  an  Hour  to  come, 
E're  Venice  be  no  more. 
All  Sen.   How! 
Pri.  Nay,  we  ftand 
Upon  the  very  Brink  of  gaping  Ruin. 
"Within  this  City's  form'd  a  dark  Confpiracy 
To  maflacre  us  all,  our  Wives  and  Children, 
Kindred  and  Friends,  our  Palaces  and  Temples 
To  lay  in  Alhes  :  Nay,  the  Hour  too  fix'd  ; 
The  Swords,  for  aught  I  know,  drawn  e'en  this  Moment, 
And  the  wild  Wafte  begun.     From  unknown  Hands 
I  had  this  Warning:   But,  if  we  are  Men, 
Let's  not  be  tamely  butcher'd,  but  do  fomething 
That  may  inform  the  World,  in  After-ages, 
Our  Virtue  was  not  ruin'd,  tho'  we  were.  [A  Xoife  without-. 
Room,  Room,  make  Room  for  fome  Prifoners-— 
Sen.  Let's  raife  the  City. 

Enter  Officer  and  Guards. 
Pri.  Speak  there.     What  Difturbance  ? 
Offi.Two  Prifoners  have  the  Guards  feiz'd  in  the  Streets, 
Who  fay,  they  come  to  inform  this  reverend  Senate 
About  the  prefent  Danger. 

Enter  Jaffier  and  Belvidera  guarded. 

All.  Give 'em  Entrance Well,  who  are  you  ? 

J  off.  A  Villain. 
Ant.  Short  and  pithy  : 
The  Man  fpeaks  well. 

Jaff.  Would  every  Man,  that  hears  me, 
Would  deal  fo  honeftly,  and  own  his  Title. 

Duke.  'Tis  rumour'd,  that  a  Plot  has  been  contriv'd 
Againft  this  State  ;  that  you  have  a  Share  in't  too. 
If  you  are  a  Villain,  to  redeem  your  Honour 
Unfold  the  Truth,  and  be  re  (lord  with  Mercy. 

Jaff.  Think  not,  that  I  to  fave  my  Life  came  hither^ 
I  know  its  Value  better ;  but  in  Pity 
To  all  thofe  Wretches,  whofe  unhappy  Dooms 
Are  fix'd  and  feal'd.     You  fee  me  here  before  you, 
The  fworn  and  covenanted  Foe  of  Venice  : 
But  ufe  me  ns  my  Dealings  may  deferve, 
And  J  may  prove  a  Friend. 
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Duke.  The  Slave  capitulates ; 
Give  him  the  Tortures. 

Jajf.  That  you  da:e  not  do, 
Your  Fear  won't  let  you,  nor  the  longing  Itch 
To  hear  a  Story  which  you  dread  the  Truth  of  : 
Truth,  which  the  Fear  of  Smart  (hall  ne'er  get  from  me. 
Cowards  are  fcar'd  with  Threat'nings ;  Boys  are  whipt 
Into  Confeffions  :   But  a  Ready  Mind 
Atts  of  itfelf,  ne'er  afics  the  Body  Counfel. 
Give  him  the  Tortures !  Name  but  fuch  a  Thing 
Again,  by  Heav'n  I'll  (hut  thefe  Lips  for  ever. 
Not  all  your  Racks,  your  Engines,  or  your  Wheels, 
Shall  force  a  Groan  away,  that  you  may  guefs  at. 

Ant.  A  bloody-minded  Fellow,  I'll  warrant ; 
A  damn'd  bloody-minded  Fellow. 

Duke.  Name  your  Conditions. 

JaJ'.  For  myfelf  full  Pardon, 
Befides  the  Life  of  two  and  twenty  Friends. 

[Delivers  a  Li/?. 
Whofe  Names  are  here  enroll'd  :  Nay,  let  their  Crimes 
Be  ne'er  fo  monft'rous,  I  muft  have  the  Oaths 
And  facred  Promife  of  this  reverend  Council, 
That  in  a  full  AlTembly  of  the  Senate 
The  Thing  I  fwear  be  ratify'd.     Swear  this, 
And  I'll  unfold  the  Secret  of  your  Danger. 

All.  We'll  fwear. 

Di'h-.  Propofe  the  Oath. 

Jaff.  By  all  the  Hopes 
You  have  of  Peace  and  Happinefs  hereafter, 
Swear. 

We  all  fwear. 

Jaff.  To  grant  me  what  I've  afk'd, 
Ye  iwear  ? 

All.   We  fwear. 

Jaff'.  And,  as  ye  keep  the  Oath, 
May  you  and  your  Pofterity  be  blelVJ, 
Or  curs'd  for  ever. 

'        be  curs'd  for  ever. 

Jaff.  Then  here's  the  Lilt,  and  with't  the  full  Difclofa 
Ot  all  that  threatens  you.  [Delivers  another  Paper. 

New,  Fate,   thou  hail  caught  me. 

Amt, 
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Ant.  Why,  what  a  dreadful  Catalogue  of  Cut-throats 
is  here  !  I'll  warrant  you  not  one  of  thefe  Fellows  but 
has  a  Face  like  a  Lion.  I  dare  not  fo  much  as  read  their 
Names  over. 

Duke.  Give  Order,  that  all  diligent  Search  be  made 
To  feize  thefe  Men  ;   their  Characters  are  publick. 
The  Paper  intimates  their  Rendezvous 
To  be  at  the  Houfe  of  the  fam'd  Grecian  Courtezan, 
Call'd  Aquilina ;  fee  the  Place  fecur'd. 

Ant.  What?  my  Nicky  Nacky  !  Hurry,   durry!   Nicky 

Nacky  in  the  Plot I'll  make  a  Speech.     Moll  Noble 

Senators, 

What  headlong  Apprehenfions  drive  you  on, 

Right,  noble,  wife,  and  truly -folid  Senators, 

To  violate  the  Laws  and  Rights  of  Nations  ? 

The  Lady  is  a  Lady  of  Renown  : 

'Tis  true,  fhe  holds  a  Houfe  of  fair  Reception, 

And,   tho'  I  fay't  myfeif,  as  many  more 

Can  fay  as  well  as  1. 

2.  Sen.  My  Lord,  long  Speeches 
Are  frivolous  here,  when  Dangers  are  fo  near  us : 
We  all  well  know  your  Interelt  in  that  Lady  ; 
The  World  talks  loud  on't. 
Ant.  Verily  I  have  done  j 
I  fay  no  more. 

Duke    But,  fince  he  has  declar'd 
Himfelf  concern'd,  pray,  Captain,  take  great  Caution 
To  treat  the  Fair  One  as  becomes  her  Character, 
And  let  her  Bed-chamber  be  fearch'd  with  Decency. 
You,  Jaffier,  mufc  with  Patience  bear  till  Morning 
To  be  our  Prifoner. 

Jaff.  Would  the  Chains  of  Death 
Had  bound  me  fafe,  e'er  I  had  known  this  Minute. 
I've  done  a  Deed  will  make  my  Story  hereafter 
Quoted  in  Competition  with  all  ill  Ones ; 
The  Story  of  my  Wickednefs  mail  run 
Down  thro'  the  low  Traditions  of  the  Vulgar, 
And  Boys  be  taught  to  tell  the  Tale  of  J  offer. 
Duke.  Captain,  withdraw  your  Prifoner. 
Jaff.  Sir,  if  poffible,  .  [™e  ; 

Lead  me  where  my  own  Thoughts  themfelves  may  lofe 

Where 
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Where  I  may  doze  out  what  I've  left  of  Life, 
Forget  myfelf,  and  this  Day's  Guilt  and  Falfhood. 
Ci  ucl  Remembrance,  how  fhall  I  appeafe  thee  ? 

[Ex.  guarded.    Noije  -without. 
More  Traytors ;  Room,  Room,  make  Room  there. 
Duke.   How's  this.   Guards? 
Where  are  our  Guards ?  Shut  up  the  Gates,  theTreafon's 
Already  at  our  Doors.  [Enter  Officer. 

Offi.  My  Lords,  more  Traytors 
Seiz'd  in  the  very  Ac"l  of  Consultation  ; 
Furnifh'd  with  Arms  and  Inftruments  of  Mifchief. 
Bring  in  the  Prifoners. 

Enter  Pierre,  Renault,  Theodore,  Eliot,  Revellido,  and 
other  Con/pirators  in  Fetters. 
Pier.  You,  my  Lords  and  Fathers 
(As  you  are  pleas'd  to  call  yourfelves)   of  Venice  j 
If  you  fit  here  to  guide  the  Courfe  of  Juftice, 
Why  t:iefe  difgraceful  Chains  upon  the  Limbs 
That  have  fo  often  labour'd  in  your  Service  ? 
Are  thefe  the  Wreaths  of  Tiiumph  ye  beftow, 
On  thofe,  that  bring  you  Conquefts  Home,  and  Honours? 
Duke.  Go  on  ;  you  fhall  be  heard,  Sir. 
Ant.  And  be  hang'd  too,  I  hope. 
Pier.  Are  thefe  the  Trophies  I've  deferv'd  for  fighting 
Your  Battles  with  confederated  Powers  ? 
When  Winds  and  Seas  confpir'd  to  overthrow  you  ; 
And  brought  the  Fleets  of  Spain  to  your  own  Harbours ; 
When  you,  great  Duke,  fhrunk  trembling  in  your  Palace, 
And  faw  your  Wife,  the  Adriatick,  plough'd 
Like  a  leud  Whore,  by  bolder  Prows  than  yours, 
Stepp'd  not  I  forth,  and  taught  your  loofe  Venetians 
The  Talk  of  Honour,  and  the  Way  of  Greatnefs  ? 
Rais'd  you  from  your  capitulating  Fears 
To  llipulate  the  Terms  of  fu'd-for  Peace  ? 
And  this  my  Rccompence  !  If  I'm  a  Traytor, 
Produce  my  Charge  ;  or  (hew  the  Wretch  that's  bafe 
And  brave  enough,  to  tell  me  I'm  a  Traytor.       [enough 
Duke.   Know  you  one  Jajjier?    [All  the  Confp.  murmur. 
Pier.  Yes,  and  know  his  Virtue, 
His  Jullice,  Truth,  his  general  Worth,  and  Sufferings 
From  a  hard  Father,  taught  me  full  to  love  him. 

Erter 
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Enter  Jaffier  guardid. 

Duke.  See  him  brought  forth. 

Pier.  My  Fuend  too  bound  !  nay  then 
Our  Fate  has  conquer'd  us,  and  we  fall. 
Why  droops  the  Man  vvhofe  Welfare's  fo  much  mine, 
They're  but  one  thing  !  Thefe  reverend  Tyrants,  Jaffer, 
Call  us  Traytors  :  Art  thou  one,  my  Brother  ? 

Jeff.  To  thee  I  am  the  falfeft,  verieft  Slave 
That  e'er  betray'd  a  generous,  truiting  Friend, 
And  gave  up  Honour  to  be  fure  of  Ruin  : 
All  our  fair  Hopes,  which  Morning  was  to  have  crown'd, 
Has  this  curs'd  Tongue  o'erthrown. 

Pier.  So,   then  all's  over : 
Venice  has  loft  her  Freedom,  I  my  Life  ; 
No  more ;  farewel. 

Duke.  Say  ;  will  you  make  Confeflion 
Of  your  vile  Deeds,  and  truft  the  Senate's  Mercy  ? 

Pier.  Curs'd  be  your  Senate  :  Curs'd  your  Conftitution: 
The  Curfe  of  growing  Factions  and  Divifions 
Still  vex  your  Councils,  fhake  your  publick  Safety, 
And  make  the  Robes  of  Government  you  wear 
Hateful  to  you,  as  thefe  bafe  Chains  to  me. 

Ditke.  Pardon,  or  Death  ! 

Pier.  Death  !  honourable  Death  ! 

Ren.  Death's  the  belt  Thing  we  afk,  or  yon  can  give. 

AllConfp.  No  fhameful  Bonds,  but  honourable  Death. 

Duke.  Break   up  the  Council :  Captain,  ^uard  your 
Prifoners. 
Jaffier,  you're  free,  but  thefe  muft  wait  for  Judgment. 

[Ex.  Ail  the  Senators. 

Pier.  Come,  where's  my  Dungeon  ?  Lead  me  to  my 
It  will  not  be  the  fir  ft  Time  I  have  lodg'd  hard  [Straw  : 
To  do  the  Senate  Service. 

J«ff.  Hold  one  Moment. 

Pier.  Who's  he  difputes  the  Judgment  of  the  Senate  ? 
Prefumpti:aus  Rebel on——  [Strikes  JafF. 

Jaff.  By  Heav'n,  you  ftir  not. 
I  muft  be  heard,  I  muft  have  Leave  to  fpeak  : 
Thou  haft  difgrae'd  me,  Pierre,  by  a  vile  Blow  : 
Had  not  a  Dagger  done  thee  nobler  Jufticc  ? 
But  ufe  me  as  thou  wilt,  thou  can'ft  not  wrong  me, 

For 
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For  I  am  fallen  beneath  the  bafeft  Injuries  : 
Yet  look  upon  me  with  an  Eye  of  Mercy, 
With  Pity  and  with  Charity  behold  me  ; 
Shut  not  thy  Heart  againft  a  Friend's  Repentance; 
But,  as  there  dwells  a  godlike  Nature  in  thee, 
Lirten  wkh  Mildnefs  to  my  Supplications.- 

Pier.  What  whining  Monk  art  tliou  ?  what  holy  Cheat, 
That  would'!!  incroach  upon  my  credulous  Ears, 
And  can'ft  thus  vilely  ?    hence  !  I  know  thee  not ; 
Difl'emble  and  be  nalty  :  Leave,  Hypocrite. 

Jaff.  Not  know  me,  Pierre  I 

Pier.  No,  know  ihee  not ;  what  art  thou  ? 

Jaff.  Jajjier,  thy  Friend,  thy  once  lov'd,  valu'd  Friend! 
Tho'  now  deferv'diy  fcorn'd,  and  us'd  moll  hardly. 

Pier.  Thou  Jaffier  !  thou  my  once  lov'd,  valu'd  Friend ! 
By  Heav'n,  thou  ly'ft  ;  the  Man  fo  call'd,  my  Friend, 
Was  generous,  honelt,  faithful,  juft,  and  valiant, 
Noble  in  Mind,  and  in  his  Perfon  lovely, 
Dear  to  my  Eyes,  and  tender  to  my  Heart: 
But  thou  a  wretched,  bafe,  fa'fe,  worthlefs  Coward, 
Poor  even  in  Soul,  and  loathfome  in  thy  Afped  : 
All  Eyes  mull  fhun  thee,  and  all  Hearts  dcteft  thee. 
Prithee  avoid,  nor  longer  cling  thus  round  me, 
Like  fomething  baneful,  that  my  Nature's  chill'd  at. 

"Jaff.  I  have  not  wrong'd  thee,   ly  thefe  Tears  I  have 
But  llill  am  hont  it,  true,  and,  hope  too,  valiant ;       [not, 
My  Mind  ftill  full  of  thee;  theiefore  Hill  noble. 
Let  not  th)  Eyes  then  ihun  me,  nor  thy  Heart 
Deteil  me  utterly  :   Oh  i   look  upon  me, 
Look  ba«.k  and  fee  my  fad,  fincere  Submiiliou  ! 
How  my  I  [(  art  fuells,  as  e'en  'twould  burlt  my  Bofora ; 
Fond  ot   its  Goal,   and  labouring  to  be  at  thee  ; 
What  mail  I  do  ?  what  fay  to  makr  thee  hear  me  ? 

Pier.  Halt  thou  not  wrong'd  me  ?  dar'il  thou  call  thyfelf 
That  once  lov'd,  valu'd  Friend  of  mine, 
And  fwear  thou  hall  not  wrong'd  me  i  Whence  thefe 

C  ...iins  ? 
Whence  thi  vile  Death    >>!:ich  I  may  meet  this  Moment? 
Whence  this  Diihonour,  but  from  thee,  thou  falfe  one  ? 

Jaff.— All's  true;  yet  gra»t  one  Thing,  and  I've  done 
afking. 

Pier.  What's  that  ?  Jaff. 
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Jaff  To  take  thy  Life  on  fuch  Conditions 
The  Council  have  propos'd  :  Thou  and  thy  Friends 
May  yet  live  long,  and  to  be  better  treated. 

Pier.  Life !  afk  my  Life  !  confefs  !  record  myfclf 
A  Villain  for  the  Privilege  to  breathe, 
And  carry  up  and  down  this  curfed  City 
A  difcontented  and  repining  Spirit, 
Burdenfome  to  itfelf,  a  few  Years  longer, 
To  lofe  it,  may  be,  at  laft,  in  a  lewd  Quarrel 
For  fome  new  Friend,  treacherous  and  falfe  as  thou  art ! 
No,  this  vile  World  and  I  have  long  been  jangling, 
And  cannot  part  on  better  Terms  than  now, 
When  only  Men  like  thee  are  fit  to  live  in't. 

Jaff.  By  all  that's  juft 

Pier.  Swear  by  fome  other  Powers, 
For  thou  haft  broke  that  facred  Oath  too  lately. 

Jaff.  Then  by  that  Hell  I  merit,  I'll  not  leave  thee, 
Till  to  thyfelf  at  leaft  thou'rt  reconcil'd, 
However  thy  Relentment  deal  with  me. 

Pier.  Not  leave  me  ! 

Jaff.  No;  thou  malt  not  force  me  from  thee  : 
Ufe  me  reproachfully,  and  like  a  Slave  ; 
Tread  on  me,  buffet  me,  heap  Wrongs  on  Wrongs 
On  my  poor  Head  ;  I'll  bear  it  all  with  Patience 
Shall  weary  out  thy  moft  unfriendly  Cruelty: 
Lie  at  thy  Feet  and  kifs  'em,  tho'  they  fpurn  me, 
Till  wounded  by  my  Sufferings  thou  relent, 
And  raife  me  to  thy  Arms  with  dear  Forgivenefs. 

Pier.  Art  thou  not— — — « 

Jaff.  What? 

Pier.  A  Tray  tor  ? 

Jaff.  Yes. 

Pier.  A  Villain  ? 

Jaff.  Granted. 

Pier.  A  Coward,  a  moft  fcandalous  Coward, 
Spiritlefs,  void  of  Honour,  one  who  has  fold 
Thy  everlafting  Fame  for  fhamelefs  Life  ? 

Jaff.    All,  all,  and  more,   much  moje  :    my  Faults 
are  numberlefs. 

Pier.  And  would'ft  thou  have  me  live  on  Terms  like 
thine  ? 
Bafe  as  thou'rt  falfe Jaff- 


er,  A  Plot  Difccver'd.  Ci 

Jaff.  No  ;  'tis  to  me  that's  granted  : 
The  Safety  of  thy  Life  was  all  I  aim'd  at, 
In  Recompence  for  Faith  and  Troll  lb  broken. 

Pier.  I  fcorn  it  more,  bccauie  priferv'd  by  thee; 
And  as  when  firft  my  foolifh  Heart  took  Pity 
On  thv  Misfortunes,  fougnt  th<_e  in  thy  Miferies, 
Relie^'d  thy  Wants,  and  rais'd  thee  from  thy  State 
Of  Wretcheuncfs,   in  which  thy  Fate  had  plung'd  thee, 
To  rank  thee  in  my  Lilt  of  noble  Friends ; 
All  I  receiv'd,   in  Surety  for  thy  Truth, 
Were  unregarded  Oaths,  and  thi>.   this  Dagger, 
Given  with  a  worthlefi  Pledge  thou  fince  haft  ftol'n. 
So  I  rtftore  it  back  to  thee  again ; 
Swearing  by  all  thofe  Powers  which  thou  haft  violated, 
Never  from  this  curs'd  Hour  to  hold  Communion, 
Friendihip,  or  Intereft  with  thee,  tho'  our  Years 
Were  to  exceed  thofe  limited  the  World. 
Take  it  — —  Farewel for  now  I  owe  thee  nothing. 

Jaff.   Say  thou  wilt  live  then. 

Pur.  For  my  Life,  difpnfe  it 
Juft  as  thou  wilt,  becaufe  'tis  what  I'm  tir'd  with. 

Jaff  Oh  Pierre  / 

Pur.  No  more. 

Jaff.  My  Eyes  won't  lofe  the  Sight  of  thee, 
But  languifh  after  thine,  and  ake  with  Gazing. 

Pier.  Leave  me  — Nay,  then  thus,  thus  I  throw  thee 
from  me  ; 
And  Curfes  great  as  is  thy  Falfhood  catch  thee.     [Exit. 

Jaff.  Amen. 
He's  gone,  my  Father,  Friend,  Preferver, 
And  here's  the  Portion  he  has  left  me,  {Holds  theDa^ger  up. 
This  Dagger  :  Well  remember'd,  with  this  Dagger 
I  gave  a  folemn  Vow  of  dire  Importance  ; 
Parted  with  this  and  Belvidira  together. 
Have  a  Care,  Mem'ry  drive  that  Thought  no  farther; 
No,  I'll  elteem  it  as  a  Friend's  laft  Legacy, 
Treafure  it  up  within  this  wretched  Bofom, 
Where  it  may  grow  acquainted  with  my  Heart, 
That,   when  they  meet,  they  Hart  not  fiom  each  other. 
So,  now  for  Thinking  :   A  Blow,  call'd  Traytor,  Villain, 
Coward,  dilhonourable  Coward,  fough  ! 

D  Oh! 


6z  Venice    Prefertfd  : 

Oh !  for  a  long  found  Sleep,  and  fo  forget  it. 
Down,  bafy  Devil. 

Enter  Belvidera. 
Beh.  Whither  (hall  I  fly  ? 
Where  hide  me  and  my  Miferies  together  ? 
Where's  now  the  Roman  Conllancy  I  boafted  ? 
Snnk  into  trembling  Fears  and  Defperation. 
Not  daring  to  look  up  to  that  dear  Face 
Which  us'd  to  fmile,  even  on  my  Faults,  but,  down 
Bending  thefe  miferable  Eyes  to  Earth, 
Mult  move  in  Penance,  and  implore  much  Mercy. 

J  off.  Mercy  !  kind  Heav'n  has  furely  endleis  Stores 
Hoarded  for  thee,  Blefiings  yet  untafted  : 
Let  Wretches,  loaded  hard  with  Guilt,  a3  I  am, 
Bow  with  the  Weight,  and  groan  beneath  the  Burden, 
Creep  with  a  Remnant  of  that  Strength  they've  left 
Before  the  Footflool  of  that  Heav'n  they've  injur'd. 
Oh  !  Belvidera  I  I'm  the  wretched'li  Creature 
E'ercrawl'd  on  Earth  :  Now,  if  thou'aft  Virtue,  help  me, 
Take  me  into  thy  Arms,  and  fpeak  the  Words  of  Peace 
To  my  divided  Soul,  that  vvais. within  me, 
And  raifes  every  Senfe  to  my  Confufion  : 
By  Heav'n  I'm  tottering  on  the  very  Brink 
Of  Peace  ;  and  thou  art  all  the  Hold  I've  left. 

Belv.  Alas  !  I  know  thy  Sorrows  are  moft  mighty : 
1  know  thou'aft  Caufe  to  mourn,  to  mourn,  my  Jaffer, 
With  endlefs  Cries,  and  never-ceafing  Wailing  ; 

Thou'aft  loft 

Jaff.  Oh  !  I've  loft  what  can't  be  counted; 
My  Friend  too,  Belvidera,  that  dear  Friend, 
Who  next  to  thee  was  all  my  Health  rejoie'd  in, 
Has  us'd  me  like  a  Slave,  fhamefully  us'd  me  : 
'Twould  break  thy  pitying  Heart  to  hear  the  Story. 
What  fhall  I  do  ?  Refentment,  Indignation, 
Love,  Pity,  Fear,  and  Mem'ry  how  I've  wrong'd  him, 
Diilracl  my  Quiet  with  the  very  Thought  on't, 
And  tear  my  Heart  to  Pieces  in  my  Boibm. 
Belv.  What  has  he  done  ? 
Jaff.  Thou'dft  hate  me,  fhould  I  tell  thee. 
Belv.  Why? 

Jaff.  Oh  1  he  has  us'd  mc !  yet  by  Heav'n  I  bear  it ; 

He 
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He  has  u.->'d  me,  Belvidera  !  But  full  fwear 

That,  when  I've  told  thee,  thou  wilt  not  loath  me  utterly, 

Tho'  vilelt  Blots  and  Stains  appear  upon  me; 

But  (till  at  leatt  with  charitable  Goodnefs 

Be  near  me  in  the  Pan^s  of  my  Affliction  ; 

Nor  fcorn  me,  Btlvidera,  as  he  has  done. 

Belv.  Have  I  then   e'er  been  falfe,    that  now  I'm 
doubted  ? 
Speak,  what's  the  Caufe,  I'm  grown  into  Diftruft  ? 
Why  thought  unfit  to  hear  my  Love's  Complaining  ? 

l<ff.  Oh! 

Belv.  Tell  me. 

Jaff.  Bear  my  Failings,  for  they're  many, 
Oh!  my  clear  Angel  !  in  that  Friend  I've  loll 
All  my  Soul's  Peace  ;  for  every  Thought  of  him 
Strikes  my  Senfe  hard,  and  deads  it  in  my  Brains  ; 
Would 'It  thou  believe  it  ? 

Belv.  Speak. 

Jaff.  Before  we  parted, 
E're  yet  his  Guards  had  led  him  to  his  Prifon, 
Full  of  fevereft  Sorrows  for  his  Sufferings, 
With  Eyes  o'erflowing,  and  a  bleeding  Heart. 
Humbling  myfelf  almoll  beneath  my  Nature, 
As  at  his  Feet  I  kneel'd,  and  fu'd  for  Mercy; 
Forgetting  ail  our  Friendlhip,  all  the  Dearnefs 
In  which  we've  liv'd  fo  many  Years  together, 
With  a  reproachful  Hand  he  dahYd  a  Blow  : 
He  flruck  me,  Bel<vidcra,  by  Heav'n  he  itruck  me  \ 
BufTetted,  call'd  me  Traytor,  Villain,  Coward. 
Am  I  a  Coward  ?  Am  I  a  Villain  ?  Tell  me  : 
Thou'rt  the  belt  Judge,  and  mad'it,  me,  if  I  am  fo. 
Damnation  !  Coward  ! 

Befo.  Oh  !   forgive  him,  Jaffier  ;  . 

And,  if  his  Sufferings  wound  thy  Heart  already, 
What  will  they  do  To-morrow  ? 
_•/:  Hah! 

Belv.  To  morrow, 
When  thou  fhalt  fee  him  (tretch'd  in  all  the  Agonies 
Of  a  tormenting  and  a  fhameful  Death  ; 
His  bleeding  Bowels,  and  Ids  broken  Limbs, 
Ipfulted  o'er  by  a  vile  butchering  Villain, 

D  2  What 
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What  will  thy  Heart  do  then  !  Oh  !  (are  'twill  ftream 
Like  my  Eyes  now. 

Jaff.  What  means  thy  dreadful  Story  ? 
Death,  and  To-morrow  ?  Broken  Limbs  and  Bowels  ? 
Infulted  o'er  by  a  vile  butchering  Villain  ? 
By  all  my  Fears  I  mail  ftart  out  to  Madnefs 
With  bravely  guefling,  if  the  Truth's  hid  longer. 

Belv.  The  faithful  Senators,    'tis  they've  decreed  it : 
They  fay,  according  to  our  Friend's  Requeft, 
They  fhall  have  Death,  and  no  ignoble  Bondage  : 
Declare  their  promis'd  Mercy  all  as  forfeited  : 
Falfe  to  their  Oaths,  and  deaf  to  Interceflion; 
Warrants  are  pafs'd  for  publick  Death  To-morrow. 
Jaff.  Death  !  doom'd  to  die !   condemn'd  unheard ! 

unpleaded  ! 
Bclv.  Nay,  cruel'ft  Racks  and  Torments  are  preparing 
To  force  Confeffion  from  their  dying  Pangs. 
Oh  !  do  not  look  fo  terribly  upon  me  ! 
How  your  Lips  fhake,  and  all  your  Face  diforder'd  ! 
What  means  my  Love  ? 

Jaff.  Leave  me,  I  charge  thee  leave  me Strong 

Temptations 
Wake  in  my  Heart. 
Befo.  For  what  ? 
Jaff.  No  more,  but  leave  me. 
Belv.  Why? 

Jaff.  Oh  !  by  Heav'n  I  love  thee  with  that  Fondnefs, 
I  would  not  have  thee  flay  a  Moment  longer, 
Near  thefe  curs'd  Hands :  Are  they  not  cold  upon  thee-? 
[Pulls  the  Dagger  half  out  of his 
Be/cm,  and  puts  it  back  again, 
Bclv.  No,  everlafting  Comfort's  in  thy  Arms. 
To  lean  thus  on  thy  Breaft  is  fofter  Eafe, 
Than  dowr.y  Pillows  deck'd  on  Leaves  of  Rofes. 

Jaff.  Alas !  thou  think'ft  not  of  the  Thorns  'tis  fill'd 
with  : 
Fly,  e're  they  gau!  thee  :  There's  a  lurking  Serpent 
Ready  to  leap,  and  jling  thee  to  the  Heart : 
Art  thou  not  terrify'd  ? 
Bebu.   No. 
Jaff.  Call  to  Mind 

What 
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What  thou  haft  done,  and  whither  thou  haft  brought  me- 
Belv.   Hah!  [Mifchief? 

Jaff.  Where's  my  Friend  ?  my  Friend,  thou  fmiling 
Nay,  (brink  not,  now 'tis  too  late  ;  thou  flioald'ft  have  fled 
When  thy  Guilt  firft  had  Caufe ;  for  dire  Revenge 
Is  up,  and  raging  for  my  Friend.     He  groans  ! 
Hark  how  he  groans !  his  Screams  are  in  my  Ears 
Already;  fee,   they've  hVd  him  on  the  Wheel, 

And  now  they  tear  him Murder !   perjur'd  Senate  ! 

Murder — oh  ! — hark  thee,  Yraitrefs,  thou  haft  done  this ; 
Thnnks  to  thy  Tears,  arid  falfc  perfuading  Love. 
How  her  Eyes  fpeak !  O  thou  bewitching  Creature  ! 

[  Fumbling  for  bis  Dagger, 
Madnefs  can't  hurt  thee  :  Come  thou  iittle  Trembler, 
Cicep  even  into  my  Heart,  and  there  lie  fafe  ; 

'Tis  thy  own  Citadel hah yet  ftand  off*. 

Heav'n  mull  have  Juftice,  and  my  broken  Vows 
Will  fink  me  elfe  beneath  its  reaching  Mercy. 
I'll  wink,  and  then  'tis  done  ■  ■  - 

Belv.   What  means  the  Lord 
Of  me,  my  Life  and  Love  ?   What's  in  thy  Bofom, 
Thou  grafp'ft  at  fc  ?  Nay,  why  am  I  thus  treated  ? 

[Draws  the  Dagger,  offers  to  11  ab  her. 
What  wilt  thou  do  r   Ah  !  do  not  kill  me,  Jaffier  ; 
Pity  thefe  panting  Breafts,  and  trembling  Limbs, 
That  us'd  to  clafp  thee  when  thy  Looks  were  milder, 
That  yet  hang  heavy  on  my  unpurg'd  Sou! ; 
And  plunge  it  n<n  into  eternal  Darknefs. 

faff.   Know,   Belvidero-,   when  we  parted  laft, 
I  gave  this  Dagger  with  thee,  as  in  Trull 
To  be  thy  Portion,   if  I  e'er  pnn'J  falfe. 
On  fuch  Condition  was  my  Truth  believ'd  : 
But  now  'tis  forfeited,  and  mull  be   paid  for. 

[Offers  to  Jiab  ber  again. 
Belv.   Oh  !    Mercy  !  [Kneeling, 

faff.  Nay,  no  Strugs' ing. 
Belv.  Now  then  kill  me. 

[Leaps  upon  bis  Neek,  and  kijjis  hint. 
While  thus  I  cing  about  thy  and  Neck, 
Kil5  thy  revenge: ui  Lip?,  and  die  in  Joys 
Greater  than  any  I  car.  guefs  hereafter. 
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Jeff.  I  am,  I  am  a  Coward,  witnefs't  Heav'n, 
Witnefs  it,  Earth,  and  ev'ry  Being  witnefs : 
'Tis  but  one  Blow  !  Yet  my  immortal  Love, 
I  cannot  longer  bear  a  Thought  to  harm  thee. 

[He  throws  aivay  the  Dagger,  and  embraces  her. 
The  Seal  o/  Providence  is  fure  upon  thee  ; 
And  thou  wert  born  for  yet  unheard-of  Wonders : 
O  !  thou  wert  either  born  to  fave  or  damn  me. 
By  all  the  Power  that's  given  thee  o'er  my  Soul, 
By  thy  refiftlefs  Tears  and  conquering  Smiles, 
By  the  victorious  Love  that  flill  waits  on  thee  ; 
FJy  to  thy  ciuel  Faiher,  fave  my  Friend, 
Or  all  our.  future  Quiet's  loft  for  ever. 
Fall  at  his  Feet,   cling  round  his  reverend  Knees  : 
Speak  to  him  with  thy  Eyes,  and  with  thy  Tears 
Melt  his  hard  Heart,  and  wake  dead  Nature  in  him, 
Crufh  him  in  th'Arms,  torture  him  with  thy  Softnefs? 

Kor,  till  thy  Prayers  are  granted,  fet  him.  free, 

Bui  conquer  him  as  thou  hajl  conquer 'd  me.  [Exit, 


ACTV.      SCENE    I. 

Enter  Priuli  folus. 
HY,  cruel  Heav'n,  have  my  unhappy  Days 


Been  lengthen'd  to  this  fad  one  ?  Oh  !   Dif- 
And  deathlefs  Infamy  is  fall'n  upon  me.  [honour 

Was  it  my  Fault  ?  Am  I  a  Tray  tor  ?  No. 
But  then,  my  only  Child,  my  Daughter  wedded  ; 
There  my  beft  Blood  runs  foul,  and  a  Difeafe 
Incurable  has  feiz'd  upon  my  Memory, 
To  make  it  rot  and  ftink  to  After-ages. 
Curs'd  be  the  fatal  Minute  when  I  got  her  ; 
Or  would  that  Pd  been  any  Thing  but  Man, 
And  rais'd  an  Iffne  which  would  ne'er  have  wrong'd  me. 
The  miferableft  Creatures  (Man  excepted) 
Are  not  the  lefs  efteem'd,  tho'  their  Pofterity 
Degenerate  from  the  Virtues  of  their  Fathers : 
The  vileft  Bealts  are  happy  in  their  Offspring, 

While 
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While  only  Man  gets  Traytors,  Whores,  and  Villains. 
Curs'd  be  the  Name,  and  lome  fwift  Blow  from  Fate 
Lay  his  Head  deep,  where  mine  may  be  forgotten. 
Ent  r  Bclvidcra  in  a  long  Mourning  Veil. 

Bclv.  He's  there,  my  Father,  my  inhuman  Father, 
That  for  three  Years  has  kit  an  only  Child 
Expos'd  to  all  the  Outrages  of  Fate, 
And  cruel  Ruin  1 oh  ! 

Pri.  What  Child  of  Sorrow 
Art  thou,   that  com'il  wrapt  up  in  Weeds  of  Sadnef*, 
And  mov'ft  as  if  thy  Steps  were  towards  a  Grave  ? 

Bclv.  A  Wretch  who  from  the  very  Top  of  Happinefs 
Am  fallen  into  the  loweft  Depths  of  Mifery, 
Aid  want  your  pitying  Hand  to  raife  me  up  again. 

Pri.  Indeed  thou  talk'it  as  thou  hadil  tailed  Sorrows  ? 
Would  I  could  help  thee. 

Belv.  'Tis  greatly  in  your  Power  : 
The  World  too  fpeaks  you  charitable  ;  and  I, 
Who  ne'er  afk'd  Alms  before,  in  that  dear  Hope 
Am  come  a  Begging  to  you,  Sir. 

Pri.  For  what  1 

Belv.  Oh  !  well  regard  me,  is  this  Voice  a  ftrange  one*1 
Cor.fider  too,  when  Beggars  once  pretend 
A  Cafe  like  mine,  no  little  wi:l  content  'em. 

Pri.   What  would'il  thou  beg  for  ? 

Bclv.  Pity  and  Forgivenefs.  [Throws  up  her  Vttl, 

By  the  kind  tender  Names  of  Child  and  Father, 
1  iear  my  Com;  taints,  and  take  me  to  your  Love. 

Pri.   My  Daughter  ! 

Belv.  Ye%  your  Daughter,  by  a  Mother 
Virtat  u^  and  noble,   faithful  to  your  Honour, 
Obedient  to   your  Will,   kind  to  your  W  i.l  .   . 
Dear  to  your  .Anns.      By  all  the  Joys  (lie  gave  you, 
Whm  in  her  blooming  Years   (he  was  yoar  Tre.uare, 
Look  kindly  on   me  •,  in  my  Face  bet. 
The  Lineaments  of  her's  you've  ki&'d  fo  often, 
Pleading  the  Cauie  of  your  poor  call  off  Child. 

Pri.  Thou  ait  my  Dang 
i:,l'-:.    Yes — and  you've  oft  told  me, 
With  Smiles  of  Love  and  chafte  paternal  Rifles, 
I'd  muvh  RefembJance  of  my  Mother. 
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Pri.  oh! 

Hadft  thou  inherited  her  matchlefs  Virtues^ 
l'ad  too  been  blefs'd. 

Belv.  Nay,  do  not  call  to  Memory 
My  Difobcdience,  but  let  Pity  enter 
Into  your  Heart,  and  quite  deface  the  ImpiefTion. 
For  could  you  think  how  mine's  perplex'd,  what  Sadnefs, 
Fears  and  Defpairs  diflradt  the  Peace  within  me. 
Oh  !   you  would  take  me  into  your  dear,  dear  Arms, 
Hover  with  ftrong  Companion  o'er  your  young  One, 
To  fhelter  me  with  a  protecting  Wing 
Fr  jm  the  black  gather'd  Storm,  that's  juft,  juft  breaking. 

Pri.  Don't  talk  thus. 

Beh.  Yef,   I  mult;  and  you  mull  hear  too, 
I  have  a  Hulband. 

Pri.  Damn  him. 

Belv.  Oh  !  do  not  curfe  him  ; 
Pe  would  not  fpeak  fo  hard  a  Word  towards  you 
On  any  Terms,  howe'er  he  deal  with  me. 

Pri.  Ha  !  what  means  my  Child  ? 

Beki.  Oh  !  there's  but  this  fhort  Moment 
'Twixt  me  and  Fate  :  You  fend  me  not  with  Curfes 
Down  to  my  Grave  ;  afford  me  one  kind  Blefling 
Before  we  part :  Juft  take  me  in  your  Arms, 
And  recommend  me  with  a  Prayer  to  Heav'n, 
That  I  may  die  in  Peace;  and  when  I'm  dead 

Pri.   How  my  Soul's  catch'd  ! 

Belv.  Lay  me,  I  beg  you,  lay  me 
By  the  dear  Allies  of  my  tender  Mother, 
She  would  have  pity'd  me,  had  Fate  yet  fpar'd  her. 

Pri.    By  Heav'n,  my  aking  Fleart  forebodes  much 
Mifchief. 
Tell  me  thy  Story,  for  Pm  ftill  thy  Father. 

Beh.  No  :  I'm  ftill  contented. 

Pri.  Speak. 

Belv.  No  Matter. 

Pri.  Tell  me, 
By  yon  blefs'd  Heav'n,  my  Heart  runs  o'er  with  Fond- 

Belv.  Oh!  [nefs. 

Pri.  Utter't. 

Beh.  Oh  !  my  Hulband,  my  dear  Hulband, 

Carries 
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Carries  a  Dagger  in  his  on(.\  n, 

To  pierce  the  Heart  of  your  pooi  Belvidera. 
Pri.  Kill  thee  ! 

Belv.  Yes,  kill  me.     When  he  pafs'd  his  Faith 
And  Covenant  againil  ycur  State  and  Senate, 
He.  gave  me  up  as  Hoitage  for  his  Truth  : 
With  me  a  Dagger,  and  a  dire  Commiflion, 
Whene'er  he  fail'd,  to  plunge  it  thro'  this  Bofom. 
I  learnt  the  Danger,  chofe  the  Hour  of  Love 
T' attempt  his  Heart,  and  bring  it  back  to  Honour. 
Great  Love  prevail'd,  and  blefs'd  me  with  Succefs ; 
He  came,  confefs'd,  betray 'd  his  deareft  Friends 
For  promis'd  Mercy.     Now  they're  doom'd  to  fuffer, 
Gall'd  with  Remembrance  of  what  then  was  fworn, 
J  f  they  are  loft,  he  vows  t'  appeafe  the  Gods 
With   this  poor  Life,    and  make  my  Blood  th 'Atone- 
Pri.  Heav'ns  '  [ment. 

Belv.  Think  you  faw  what  pafs'd  at  our  laft  Parting  ; 
Think  you  beheld  him  like  a  raging  Lion, 
Pacing  the  Earth,  and  tearing  up  his  Steps, 
Fate  in  his  Eyes,  and  roaring  with  the  Pain 
Of  burning  Fury :   Think  you  faw  his  own  Hand 
Fix'd  on  my  Throat,  whillt  the  extended  other 
Grafp'd  a  keen  threat'ning  Dagger  :  Oh  !  'twas  thus 
We  lall  embrae'd,  when,  trembling  with  Revenge, 
He  dragg'd  me  to  the  Ground,  and  at  my  Bofom 
Prefented  horrid  Death;   cry'd  out,  my  Friends, 
Where  are  my  Friends  ?  fv\  ore,  wept,  rag'd,  threaten'd, 

lov'd  ; 
For  he  yet  lov'd,  and  that  dear  Love  preferv'd  me 
To  this  lalt  Trial  of  a  Father's  Pity. 
I  fear  not  Death,   but  cannot  bear  a  Thought 
That  that  dear  Hand  ihould  do  the  unfriendly  Office. 
If  1  was  ever  then  your  Care,   now  hear  me ; 
Fly  to  the  Senate,  iave  the  promis'd  Lives 
Of  his  dear  Friui  Is,  e're  mine  he  made  the  Sacrifice. 
Pri.  Oh  !  my  Heart's  Comfort  ! 
Bel<u.   Will  you  not,  my  Father? 
Weep  not,  *iut  anfwer  me. 

Pri.  By  Heav'n  I  will. 
Not  one  of 'em  but  wh.it  (hall  !  e  immortal. 
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Canft  thou  forgive  me  all  my  Follies  part, 
I'll  henceforth  be  indeed  a  Father ;  never 
Never  more  thus  expofe,  but  cherifh  thee, 
Dear  as  the  vital  Warmth  that  feeds  my  Life, 
Dear  as  thefe  Eyes  that  weep  in  Fondnefs  o'er  thee  : 
Peace  to  thy  Heart.     Farevvel. 

Belij.  Go,  and  remember 
'Tis  Belviderds  Life  her  Father  pleads  for.  [Ex -federally. 

Enter  Antonio. 
Hum,  hum,  ha  ! 

Signor  Pr'iuli,  my  Lord  Priuli,  my  Lord,  my  Lord, 
my  Lord  :  Now  we  Lords  love  to  call  one  another  by 
our  Titles.  My  Lord,  my  Lord,  my  Lord, — Pox  on 
him,  I  am  a  Lord  as  well  as  he.  And  fo  let  him  fid- 
dle  I'll  warrant  him  he's  gone  to  the  Senate-houfe, 

and  I'll  be  there  too  foon  enough  for  fomebody.  Odd 
■— —  here's  a  tickling  Speech  about  the  Plot,  I'll  prove 

there's  a  Plot  with  a  Vengeance, Would  I  had  it 

without  Book  ;  let  me  fee— — — • 

Mcft  reverend  Senators, 
That  there  is  a  Plot,  furely  by  this  Time  no  Man  that 
hath  Eyes  or  Underftanding  in  his  Head  will  prefume  to 
doubt ;  'tis  as  plain  as  the  Light  in  the  Cucumber — no 

— hold  there Cucumbers  does  not  come  in  yet — 'tis. 

as  plain  as  the  Light  in  the  Sun,  or  as  the  Man  in  the 
Moon,  even  at  Noon-day.  It  is  indeed  a  Pumpkin- 
Piot,  which,  jttft  as  it  was  mellow,  we  have  gather'd,  and. 
now  we  have  gather'd  it,  prepar'd  and  drefs'd  it,  fhall 
we  throw  it  like  a  pickled  Cucumber,  out  at  the  Win- 
dow ?  No  :  That  it  is  not  only  a  bloody,  horrid,  exe- 
crable, damnable,  and  audacious  Plot,  but  it  is,  as  I 
may  fo  fay,  a  faucy  Plot :  And  we  all  know,  moil  Re- 
verend Fathers,  that  what  is  Sauce  for  a  Goofe  is  Sauce 
for  a  Gander  :  Therefore,  1  fay,  as  thofe  blood- thirity 
Ganders  of  the  Coi.fpiracy  would  have  deflroy'd  us. 
Gctie  of  the  Senate,  let  us  make  halte  to  deftroy  them  : 
fo  I  humbly  move  for  Hanging — Hah  !.  hurry,  durry, 

m 1  think  this  will  do  ;  though  I  was  fometbing  out 

at  firft,  about  the  Sun  and  the  Cucumber. 
'     Enter  Aquilina. 

JvuL  Good  morrow »  S  cjuator. 

Jot, 
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Ant.  Nacks,  my  dear  Nacky ;  Morrow,  Nacky,  odd  I 

am  very  brifk,  very  merry,   \ery  pert,   veryjo-.ia! > 

ha  a  a  a  a kifs  me,   Nacky  i    how  doft  thou  do, 

my  little  tory  rory  Strumpet  ?  Kifs  me,  I  fay,  Huffy, 
kif>  me- 

Aqui.  Kifs  me,  Nacky  !  hang  you,  Sir  Coxcomb,  hang 
you,  Sir. 

Ant.  Haity  taity,  is  it  fo  indeed  ?  With  all  mv  Heart, 

Faith- Iky,  t/.en  up  go  we.    Faith,   Hey then  up  go 

ive,  dum  dum  derum  dump.  [Sings. 

Aqui.  Signor. 

Ant.   Madona. 

Aqui.   Do  you  intend  to  die  in  your  Bed  ? 

Ant.  About  thrcefcoi'e  Years  hence  much  may  be 
dor.e,  my  Dear. 

Aqui.  You'll  be  hang'd,   Signor. 

Ant.  Hang'd,  Sweet  heart,  prithee  be  quiet ;  hang'd 
quoth-a,  that's  a  merry  Conceit  with  all  my  Heart ;  why 
thou  jok'lt,  Nacky  ;  thou  art  given  to  Joking,  I'll  fivear  ; 
well,  I  proteft,  Nacky,  nay,  J  multprotefl,  and  will  pro- 
teft,  that  I  love  Joking  dearly,  Man.  And  1  love  thee 
/or  Joking,  and  I'll  kifs  thee  for  Joking,  and  towfethee 
for  Joking  ;  and  odd,  I  have  a  devilifh  Mind  to  take  thee 
afide  about  that  Bufineis  for  Joking  too,  odd  I  have  ;  and 
Hey,  then  up  go  we,  dum  dum  derum  dump.  [Sings. 

Aqui.   See  you  this,   Sir  i  [Draws  a  Dar^  r. 

Ant.  O  Laud,  a  Dagger  !  Oh  !  Laud  !  it  is  naturally 
my  Averfion,  1  cannot  endure  the  Sight  on't  ;  hide  it 
for  Heaven's  fake,  I  cannot  look  thi.t  Way  till  it  be  gone 
hide  it,  hide  it,  oh  !  oh  !  hide  it. 

Aqui.   Yes   in  your  Heart  I'll   hide  it. 

Ant.  My  Heart !  what,  hide  a  Dagger  in  my  Heart'* 
! 

Aj.u.  Yes,  in  thy  Heart,  thy  Throat,  thou  pamncr'd 
Devil  i 

Thou  haft  help'd  to  fpoil  my  Peace,  and  Til  have  Ven- 
geance 
On  thy  cors'd  Life  for  all  the  bloody  Senate, 
'J  he  perjur'd  faithlefs  Senate  :   Where's  my  I 
My  II   ppioefs,  my  Love,  my  God,  my  Ileroe, 
Doom'd  h)   .  fed  I"oi  'ue  among  the  i 
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T'  a  ftiameful  Rack  ?  By  all  the  Rage  that's  in  me, 
I'll  be  whole  Years  in  murdering  thee. 

Ant.  Why,   Nacky? 
Wherefore  fo  paflionate  ?    What  have  I  done ;  what's 
the  Matter,  my  dear  Nacky  ?  Am  not  I  thy  Love,  thy 
Happinefs,  thy  Lord,  thy  Heroe,  thy  Senator,  and  e- 
very  Thing  in  the  World,  Nacky. 

Aqui.    Thou  !  think'ft  thou,  thou  art  fit  to  meet  my 
To  bear  the  eager  Clafps  of  my  Embraces  ?  [Joys : 

Give  me  Pierre,  or 

Ant.  Why,  he's  to  be  hang'd,  little  Nacky ; 
Trufs'd  up  for  Treafon,  and  fo  forth,  Child. 

Aqui.  Thou  ly'ft;  ftop  down  thy  Throat  that  hellifh 
Sentence, 
Or  'tis  thy  la  ft  :  Swear  that  my  Love  fhall  live, 
Or  thou  art  dead. 

Ant.  Ah!  h  h  h. 

Aqui.  Swear  to  recall  his  Doom  ; 
Swear  at  my  Feet,  and  tremble  at  my  Fury. 

Ant.  I  do ;  now  if  (he  would  but  kick  a  little  bit,  one 
Ah  !  h  h  h.  t  [Kick  now. 

Aqui.  Swear,  or 

Ant.  I  do  by  thefe  dear  fragrant  Foots  [Nacky* 

And  little  Toes,  fvveet  as,  e  e  e  e,    my  Nacky,  Nacky, 

Aqui.  How  !  [and  Troth. 

Ant.  Nothing  but  untie  thy  Shoe  firings  a  little,  Faith 
That's  all,  that's  all,  as  I  hope  to  live,  Nacky,  that's  all. 

Aqui.   Nay,   then- 

Ant.  Hold  ;  hold,  thy  Love,  thy  Lord,  thy  Heroe 
Shall  be  p refer v'd  and  fefe. 

Aqui.  Or  may  this  Poniard 
Ruft  in  thy  Heart. 

Ant.  With  all  my  Soul. 

Aqui.  Farewel,  [Ex.  Aquil. 

Ant.  .Adieu:  Why,  what  a  bloody-minded  inveterate 
tfrmagant  Strumpet  have  I  been  plagu'd  with  !  oh  !  h  h  ! 
Yet  more  !  nay,  ihen  I  die,  I  die — I'm  dead  already. 

[Stretches  cut  bimfdf. 
Enter  Jafher. 

Jaff.  Final  Deftru&ion  feize  on  all  the  World, 
Bead  down,  ye  llcav'ns,  and,  Cuming  round  this  Earth, 

Cruftj 
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Crufh  the  vile  Globe  into  its  firft  Confufion  ; 
Scorch  it  with  elemental  Flames    to  one  curs'd  Cinder, 
And  all  us  little  Creepers  in't  call'd  Men 
Burn,   burn  to  nothing  :  But  let  Venice  burn 
Hotter  than  all  the  reft  :  Here  kindle  Hell, 
Ne'er  to  extinguifh  ;  and  let  Souls  hereafter 
Groan  here  in  all  thofe  Pains,  which  mine  feels  now. 
Enter  Belvidera. 

Bel.  My  Life    —  ■■  [Meeting  him. 

Jnff.  My  Plague [Turning  from  her, 

Bel-v.  Nav,  then  I  fee  my  Ruin  : 
If  I  muftdie! 

Jaff.  No,  Death's  this  Day  too  bufy  ; 
Thy  Father's  ill-tim'd  Mercy  came  too  late. 
1  thank  thee  for  thy  Labours  though,  and  him  too  : 
But  all  my  poor  bctray'd  unhappy  Friends 
Have  Summons  to  prepare  for  Fate's  black  Hour: 
And  yet  I  live. 

Bel-v,  Then  be  the  next  my  Doom  : 
I  fee  thou  haft  pafs'd  my  Sentence  in  thy  Heart, 
And  I'll  no  longer  weep  or  plead  againft  it, 
But  with  the  humblcll,   moil  obedient  Patience 
Meet  thy  dear  Hands,  and  kifs  'em  when  they  wound 
Indeed  I  am  willing,  but  I  beg  thee  do  it  ^  [me. 

With  fume  Remoiie  ;  and  when  thou  giv'it  the  Blow, 
View  me  with  Eyes  of  a  relenting  Love, 
And  Ihew  me  Pity,  for  'twill  fweeten  Juftice. 

Jaff.  Shew  Pity  to  thee  ? 

Bel-v.  Yes,  and  when  thy  Hands, 
Charged  with  my  Fate,  come  trembling  to  the  Deed, 
As  thou  haft  done  a  Thoufand  Thoufand  dear  Times 
To  this  poor  Breaft,  when  kinder  Rage  hath  brought 

thee, 
When  our  Hung  Hearts  have  leap'd  to  meet  each  other, 
And  melting  Rifles  feal'd  our  Lips  together; 
When  ]    .     nave  left  me  galping  in  thy  Arms: 
So  let  my  Death  come  DOW,  and  Til  not  Otrink  from't. 

Jaff.  Nay,   Btk-Joa,  do  not  fear  my  Cruelty, 
Nor  let  the  Thoughts  of  Death  perplex  thy  Fancy  ; 
But  anfwer  me  to  what  I  (hall  demand, 
With  a  firm  Temper  and  unfhaken   Spirit. 

Btli.-.  I  will  when  I've  done  weeping 
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Jaff.  Fie,  no  more  on't 

How  long  is't  fmce  that  miferable  Day 
We  wedded  firft  ? 

Belv.   Oh  !  h  h  ! 

Jaff.  Nay,  keep  in  thy  Tears, 
Left  they  unman  rne  too. 

Belv.  Heav'n  knows  I  cannot ; 
The  Words  you  utter  found  fo  very  fadly 
The  Streams  will  follow 

J  off.  Come,  I'll  kifs  'em  dry  then. 

Belv.  But  was't  a  miferable  Day  ? 

Jaff.  A  curs'd  one. 

Belv.  I  thought  it  otherwife ;  and  you've  oft  fworn, 
In  the  tranfporting  Hours  of  warmeft  Love, 
When  fure  you  fpoke  the  Truth,   you've  fworn  you 

Jaff.  'Twas  a  rafh  Oath.  [blefs'd  it. 

Beh>.  Then  why  am  I  not  curs'd  too  ? 

Jaff.  No,  Belvidera,  by  th'eternal  Truth, 
I  doat  with  too  much  Fondnefs. 

Belv.  Still  fo  kind  ! 
Still  then  do  you  love  me  ? 

Jaff.  Nature,  in  her  Workings, 
Inclines  not  with  more  Ardour  to  Creation, 
Than  I  do  now  towards  thee  :  Man  ne'er  was  blefs'd, 
Since  the  firft  Pair  met,  as  I  have  been. 

Belv.  Then  fure  you  will  not  curfe  me  ? 

Jaff.  No,  I'll  ble'fs  thee. 
I  came  on  Purpofe,  Belvidera,   to  blefs  thee. 
'Tis  now,   I  think,  three  Years,  we've  liv'd  together, 

Belv.  And  may  no  fatal  Minute  ever  part  us, 
Till  reverend  grown  for  Age  and  Love,  we  go 
Down  to  one  Grave,  as  our  laft  Bed,  together  ; 
There  deep  in  Peace,  till  an  eternal  Morning. 

Jaff.  When  will  that  be  ?  \Sigbing. 

Belv.  I  hope  long  Ages  hence. 

Jaff.  Have  I  not  hitherto  (I  beg  thee  tell  me 
Thy  very  Fears)  us'd  thee  with  tender'ft  Love  ? 
Did  e'er  my  Soul  rife  up  in  Wrath  againft  thee  ? 
Did  I  e'er  frown,  when  Belvidera  fmil'd  r 
Or,  by  the  leaft  unfriendly  Word  betray 
Abatiug  1  a 'lion  ?  Have  I  ever  wrong'd  thee  } 

Refo.  No.  J*f. 
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Jaff.  Has  my  Heart,  or  have  my  Eyes  e're  wander'd 
To  any  other  Woman  ? 

Belv.  Never,  never — I  were  the  worft  of  falfe  Cnes, 
mould  I  accufe  thee. 
I  own  I've  been  too  happy,  blefs'd  above 
My  Sex's  Charter. 

JqfF.  Did  I  not  fay  I  came  to  blefs  thee  ? 
Belv.  Yes. 

Jaff.  Then  hear  me,  bounteous  Heaven  ; 
Pour  down  your  Bleflings  on  this  beauteous  Head, 
Where  everlafting  Sweets  are  always  fpringing, 
With  a  continual  giving  Hand  :  Let  Peace, 
Honour,  and  Safety  always  hover  round  her  ; 
Feed  her  with  Plenty,  let  her  Eyes  ne'er  fee 
A  Sight  of  Sorrow,  nor  her  Heart  know  Mourning : 
Crown  all  her  Days  with  Joy,  her  Nights  with  Reft, 
Harmlefs  as  her  own  Thoughts ;  and  prop  her  Virtue 
To  bear  the  Lofs  of  one  that  too  much  lov'd  ; 
And  comfort  her  with  Patience  in  our  Parting. 
Belv.  How,  Parting,  Parting ! 
Jaff.  Yes,  for  ever  Parting  ; 
I  have  fworn,  Bclvidera,  by  yon  Heav'n, 
That  beft  can  tell  how  much  I  lofe,  to  leave  thee, 
We  part  this  Hour  for  ever. 

Belv.  Oh  !  call  back 
Your  cruel  Bleffing  ;  ftay  with  me  and  curfe  mc  ! 
Jaff.  No,  'tis  refclv'd. 
Belv.    Then  hear  me  too,  juft  Heav'n  : 
Pour  down  your  Curfes  on  this  wretched  Head 
With  never- ceafing  Vengeance  ;  let  Dcfpair, 
Danger,  and  Infamy,  nav  all,  furround  me  ; 
Starve  me  with  Wuntings  ;  let  my  Eyes  ne'er  fee 
A  Sight  of  Comfort,  nor  my  I J  cart  know  Peace, 
But  dafli  my  Days  with  Sorrow,  Nights  with  Horrors 
Wild  as  my  own  Thoughts  now,  and  let  lcofe  Fury 
To  make  mc  mad  enough  for  what  J  lofe, 
If  I  craft  lofe  him.     It  I  mult?  I  will  nor, 
'  Oh  !  turn  and  hear  me  ! 

Jaff.  Now  hold,  Heart,  or  never. 
Belv.  By  all  the  tender  Da\  s  we've  liv'd  together, 
By  all  our  charming  Nights  raid  Jovs  that  crown'd  'em, 

Pity 
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Pity  my  fad  Condition ;  fpeak,  but  fpealc. 
Jaff.  Oh  !  h  h  ! 

Belv.  By  thefe  Arms  that  now  cling  round  thy  Neck, 
By  this  dear  Kifs,  and  by  Ten  Thoufand  more, 

By  thefe  poor  itreaming  Eyes ■ 

Jaff.  Murder  !  unhold  me  : 
By  th'  immortal  Deftiny  that  doom'd  me 
r  [Draivs  his  D  agger  ^ 

r^o  this  curs'd  Minute,  I'll  not  live  one  longer; 
efolve  to  let  me  go,  or  fee  me  fall  ■ 
Bel-v.  Hold,  Sir,  be  patient. 

Jaff,  Hark,  the  difmal  Bell  [Paffng-Bell  tolls. 

Tolls  out  for  Death !  I  muft  attend  its  Call  too ; 
For  my  poor  Friend,  my  dying  Pierre,  expects  me  : 
He  fent  a  Meilage  to  require  I'd  fee  him 
Before  he  dy'd,  and  take  his  lait  Forgivenefs. 
Farewel,  for  ever. 

Bel'v.  Leave  thy  Dagger  with  me, 

Bequeath  me  fomething Not  one  Kifs  at  Parting  j 

Oh  !  my  poor  Heart,  when  wilt  thou  break  ? 

[Going  out,  looks  back  at  him. 
Jaff.  Yetfhy: 
We  have  a  Child,  as  yet  a  tender  Infant ; 
Be  a  kind  Mother  to  him  when  I'm  gone, 
Breed  him  in  Virtue,  and  the  Paths  of  Honour, 
But  never  let  him  know  his  Father's  Story  ; 
I  charge  thee  guard  him  from  the  Wrongs  my  Fate 
May  do  his  future  Fortune,  or  his  Name. 

Nov/ nearer  yet [Approaching  each  other. 

Oh  !  that  my  Arms  were  riveted 

Thus  round  thee  ever  !  But  my  Friends  !  my  Oath  ! 

This,  and  no  more.  [^Wes  ker. 

Bel-v.  Another,  fnre  another, 
For  that  poor  little  One  you've  ta'en  fuch  Care  of, 
I'll  give't  him  truly. 
Jaff.  So  now  farewel. 
Bel-'j.  For  ever  ? 

Jaff.  Heav'n  knows  for  ever ;  all  good  Angels  guard 
thee.  [Exit. 

Bel-v.  All  ill  ones  fure  had  Charge  of  me  this  Moment. 
Curs'd  be  my  Days,  and  doubly  curb'd  my  Nights, 

Which 
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Which  I  mull  now  mourn  out  in  widow'd  Tears  j 
Blafted  by  every  Herb,  and  Fruit,  and  Tree  ; 
Curs'd  be  the  Rain  that  falls  upon  the  Earth, 
And  may  the  general  Curie  reach  Man  and  Beaft ! 
Oh !  give  me  Daggers,  Fire  or  Water  : 
How  1  could  bleed,  how  burn,  how  drown,  the  Waves 
Huzzing  and   foaming  round  my  linking  Head, 
Till  I  defcended  to  the  peaceful  Bottom  !  ;o! 

Oh  !  there's  all  Quiet,  here  all  Rage  and  Fury: 
The  Air's  too  thin,  and  pierces  my  weak  Brain  ; 
I  long  for  thick  fubftantial  Sleep  :  Hell !  Hell ! 
Burfl  from  the  Center,  rage  and  roar  aloud. 
If  thou  art  half  fo  hot,  fo  mad  as  I  am. 

Enter  Priuli  and  Servants.  ge- 

Who's  there  ?  [They  feize  h. 

Pri.  Run,  feize,  and  bring  her  fafely  home, 
Guard  her  as  you  would  do  Life  :  Alas,  poor  Creature  \ 

Belv.    What   to    my  Hufband?    then  conduct  me 
quickly  ; 
Are  all  Things  ready  ?  Shall  we  die  mod  glorioufly  ? 
Say  not  a  Word  of  this  to  my  old  Father  : 
Murmuring  Streams,  foft  Shades, and  fpringing  Flowers, 
Lutes,  Laurels,  Seas  of  Milk,  and  Ships  of  Amber.  [Ex. 
SCENE    opening    difecvers    a    Scaffold,  and  a  Wheel 

prepaid  for  the  Executing  of  Pierre  ;  then  enter  Of- 
ficers,   Pierre  and  Guards,  a  Friar,  Executioner,  and  a 

great  Rabble. 

OJi.  Room,  Room  there — fland  all  by,  make  Room 
for  the  Prifoner. 

Pier.  My  Friend  not  yet  come  ? 

Frier.   V*  hy  are  you  lb  obltinate  ? 

Pur.  Why  you  fo  troublefome,  that  a  poor  Wretch 
can't  die  in  Peace, 
But  you,  like  Ravens,  will  be  croaking  round  him  ? 

Friar.   Yet  Heav'n 

Pier.  I  tell  thee,  Heav'n  and  I  are  Friends  : 
I  ne'er  broke  Peace  witii't  yet  by  cruel  Murders, 
Rapine,   or  Perjury,   or  vile  Deceiving  : 
But  liv'd  in  moral  Juilice  towards  all  Men  : 
Nor  am  a  Foe  to  the  molt  llrong  Believers, 
Hon  e'er  my  own  (hort-fighted  Faith  confines  me. 

Friar. 
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Star.  But  an  All-feeing  Judge 

Pier.  You  fay  my  Confcience 
M  ift  be  my  Accufer ;  I  have  fearch'cl  that  Confcience, 
And  find  no  Records  there  of  Crimes  that  fc^e  me. 

Friar.  'Tis  itrange  you  mould  want  Faith. 

Pier,  You  want  to  lead 
My  Reafon  blind-fold,  like  a  hamper'd  Lion, 
r"o  &eck*d  of  its  nobler  Vigour;  then  when  bated 
efohvn  to  obedient  Tamenefs,  make  it  couch, 
^/f.^ewftrange  Tricks,  which  you  call  Signs  of  Faith. 
Jaff.  Y  Souls  are  gull*d,  and  you  get  Money. 
Toils  01  ;  no  more :  Captain,  I'd.  have  hereafter 
For  my  Fellow  write  no  Lyes  of  my  Converfion, 
He  feriufe  he  has  crept  upon  my  troubled  Hoors# 
BofoV  Enter  Jaffier. 

J  off.  Hold  :  Eyes  be  dry ; 
Heart,  ftrengthen  me  to  bear 
This  hideous  Sight,  and  humble  me :  Take 
The  laft  Forgivenefs  of  a  dying  Friend, 
Betray'd  by  my  vile  Falfhood  to  his  Ruin. 
Oh  !  Pierre  ! 

Pier.  Yet  nearer. 

Jaff.  Crawling  on  my  Knees, 
And  proftrate  on  the  Earth,  let  me  approach  thee  : 
How  fhall  I  look  up  to  thy  injur'd  Face, 
That  always  us'd  to  fmile  with  Friendihip  on  me  ; 
It  darts  an  Air  of  fo  much  manly  Virtue, 
That  I,  methinks,  look  little  in  thy  Sight, 
And  Stripes  are  fitter  for  me  than  Embraces. 

Pier.  Dear  to  my  Arms,  tho'  thou'it  undone  my  Fame* 
I  can't  forget  to  love  thee  :  Prithee,  Jaffier, 
Forgive  that  filthy  Blow  my  Paflion  dealt  thee : 
I  am  now  preparing  for  the  Land  of  Peace, 
And  fain  would  have  the  charitable  Wifhes 
Of  ail  good  Men,  like  thee,  to  blefs  my  Journey. 

Jaff.  Good!  I  am  the  vileft  Creature,  worfe  than  e'  ef 
SufFer'd  the  fhameful  Fate  thou'rt  going  to  taite  of. 
Why  was  I  fent  for  to  be  us'd  thus  kindly  ? 
Call,  call  me  Villain,  as  I  am  ;  defcribe 
The  foul  Complexion  of  my  hateful  Deeds ; 
Lead  me  to  th'Rack,  and  ftretch  me  in  thy  Stead, 

I've 
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I've  Crimes  enough  to  give  it  its  full  Load, 

And  do  it  Credit :  Thou  wilt  but  ipoil  the  Ufe  on't, 

And  honefl  Men  hereafter  bears  its  Figure 

About  'em  as  a  Charm  from  treacherous  Friendfhip. 

Off.  The  Time  grows  fhort,    your  Friends  are  dead 
already. 

Jaff.  Dead  ! 

Pur.  Yes,  dead,  Jaffitr ;  they've  all  dy'd  like  Men  toot 
Worthy  their  Character. 

Jaff.  And  what  muft  I  do  ? 

Pier.  Oh!  Jaffitr! 

Jaff.  Speak  aloud  thy  burthen'd  Soul, 
And  tell  thy  Troubles  to  thy  tortur'd  Friend. 

Pier.  Friend  !  Could'lt  thou  yet  be  a  Friend,  a  ge- 
nerous Friend, 
J  might  hope  Comfort  from  thy  noble  Sorrows. 
Heav'n  knows  I  want  a  Friend. 

Jaff.  And  a  kind  one, 
That  would  not  thus  fcorn  my  repenting  Virtue, 
Or  think,  when  he's  to  die,  my  Thoughts  are  idle. 

Pier.  No  !  Live,  I  charge  thee,  Jafiicr. 

Jaff.  Yes,  I  will  live  : 
But  it  (hall  be  to  fee  thy  Fall  reveng'd 
At  fuch  a  Rate  as  Venice  long  fhall  groan  for. 

Pier.   Wilt  thou  ? 

Jaff>  I  will,  by  Heav'n. 

Pier.  Then  Mill  thou'rt  noble, 
And  1  forgive  thee.    Oh  ! yet (hall  I  trull  thee  ? 

Jaff.  No  ;  I've  been  falfe  already. 

Pier.  Do'lt  thou  love  me  ? 

Jaff.  Rip  up  my  Heart,  and  fatisfy  thy  Doubtings. 

Pier.   Curfc  on  this  Weaknefs.  [tie  <w.eps. 

Jaff.  Tears  I  Amazement !  Tears  ! 
J  never  faw  thee  melted  thus  before  ; 
And  know  there's  fomething  labouring  in  thy  Bofcm 
That  mult  have  Vent :  Tho'  I'm  a  Villain,   tell  me. 

Fur.   Sce'ft.  thou  that  Engine  ?     [Pointing  tc  the  Wheel. 

J<ff.  Why  ? 

Pier.   Is't  rit  a  Soldier,   who  has  liv'd  with  Honour, 
Fought  Nations  Quarrels,   and  been  crown'd  with  Con- 
JBe  expos'd  a  common  Carcafe  on  a  Wheel  ?         [queft, 
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Jaff.  Hah ! 

Pier.   Speak  :   Is't  fitting  ? 

Jeff.  Fitting? 

Pier.  Yes,  is't  fitting  ? 

Jaff.  What's  to  be  done  ? 

Pier.  I'd  have  thee  undertake 
Something  that's  nob'e  to  preferve  my  Memory 
From  the  Difgrace  that's  ready  to  attaint  it. 

Off.  The  Day  grows  late,  Sir. 

Pier.  I'll  make  hafte.     Oh  !  Jaffier  ! 
Tho'  thou'ft  betray'd  me,  do  me  Lme  Way  Juilice. 

Jaff.  No  more  of  that :  Thy  Withes  (hall  be  fatisfy'd; 
I  have  a  Wife,  and  {he  (hall  bleed  :  my  Child  too 
Yield  up  his  little  Throat,  and  all 
T*  appeafe  thee— — — 

[Going  away,  Pierre  holds  him. 

Pier.  No — this — no  more.  [He  vjhi/pcrs  Jaffier, 

Jaff.  Hah!  Is't  then  fo? 

Pier.  Molt  certainly. 

Jaff.  I'll  do't. 

Pier.  Remember. 

Off.  Sir. 

Pier.  Come,  now  I'm  ready. 

[He  and  JafKer  a/cend  the  Scaffold* 
Captain,  you  fhould  be  a  Gentleman  of  Honour; 
Keep  off  the  Rabble,  that  I  may  have  R.oom 
To  entertain  my  Fate,  and  die  with  Decency. 
Come.  [Takes  off  his  Gown,  Executioner  prepares  to 

Friar.  Son.  [bind  him. 

Pier.  Hence,  Tempter. 

Off.  Stand  off,  Prieft. 

Pier.  I  thank  you,  Sir, 
You'll  think  on't  ?  O  Jaffier- 

Jaff.  'Twon't  grow  dale  before  To-morrow. 

Pier.  Now,  Jaffer!  now  I'm  going.     Now*— — 

[Executioner  having  bound  him. 

Jaff.  Have  at  thee, 
Thou  honeft  Heart,  then— here—  [Stabs  him. 

And  this  is  well  too.  [Then  Jlabs  him/elf. 

prior.  Damnable  Deed  ! 
Pier.  Now  thou  hall  indeed  been  faithful. 

This 


or,  A  Plot  DifccveSd.  81 

This  was  done  nobly We  have  deceiv'd  the  Senate. 

Jaff.  Bravely. 

Pier.  Ha,  ha,  ha oh!  oh!  [Dies. 

"Jaff.  Now,  ye  curs'd  Rulers, 
Thus  of  the  Blood  y'ave  fhed  I  make  Libation, 
And  fpiinkle  it  mingling  :   May  it  reft  upon  you, 
And  all  your  Race  ;  be  henceforth  Peace  a  Stranger 
Within  your  Walls ;  let  Plagues  and  Famine  wafte 

Your  Generations Oh  !  poor  Beluidera  ! 

Sir,  I  have  a  Wife,  bear  this  in  Safety  to  her, 
A  Token  that  with  my  dying  Breath  I  blefs'd  her, 
And  the  dear  little  Infant  behind  me. 

I'm  fick I'm  quiet.  [Jaffier  dies. 

Offi.  Bear  this  News  to  the  Senate, 
And  guard  their  Bodies  till  there's  farther  Orders  : 
Heav'n  grant  I  die  fo  well.  [Scene  Jhuts  upcn  them. 

Soft  Mufick.     Enter  Bdviierz  di/f railed,  led  by  two  of 
her  Women,  Priuli  and  Servants. 
Pri.  Strengthen  her  Heart   with    Patience,  pitying 

Heav'n. 
Belv.  Come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  nay,  come 
to  Bed. 
Prithee,  my  Love.  The  Winds  :  hark  how  they  whiftle ; 
And  the  Rain  beats  :  Oh  !  how  the  Weather  ihrinks 

me  ! 
You  are  angry  now,  who  cares  ?  Pifh,  no  indeed. 
Chufe  then,  I  fay  you  fhall  not  go,  you  (hall  not. 
Whip  your  Ill-nature  ;  get  you  gone  then  ;  oh  ! 

[JaffierV  GhoJ}  arifes. 
Are  you  return'd  ?  See,  Father,  here  he's  come  again, 
Am  I  to  blame  to  love  him  ?  O  thou  dear  one. 

[Gbojifinks. 
Why  do  you  fly  me  ?  Arc  you  angry  Mill  then  ? 
Jajfier,  where  art  thou  ?  Father,  why  do  you  do  thus  ? 
Stand  off,   don't  hide  him  from  me.     He's  there  fome- 

wherc. 
Stand  oft",  I  fay  :   What  gone  ?  Remember't,  Tyrant : 
I  may  revenge  myfelf  for  th-'.-,  Trick,  one  Day, 
I'll  cU.'t— -  Fll  do't.     Renault's,  a  nafty  Fellow  ; 
Hang  him,  hang  him,  hung  him. 

Enter 
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Enter  Officers  and  ethers. 
Pri.  News,  what  News  ?  [Officer  ■■wbifj>ers?nul 

Offi.  Moft  fad,  Sir; 
Jaffier,  upon  the  Scaffold,  to  prevent 
A  fhamefui  Death,  ftabb'd  Pierre,  and  next  himfelf : 
Both  fell  together. 
Pri.  Daughter. 

Bdu.  Ha  !  look  there  !  [The  Ghofts  of  Jaffiej 

and  Pierre  rife  together,  both  bloody^ 
My  Hufband  bloody,  and  his  Friend  too!  Murder! 
Who  has  done  this  r  Speak  to  me,  thou  fad  Vifion  ; 

[Ghojis  fa*. 
On  thefe  poor  trembling  Knees  I  beg  it  :  Vaailh'd — 
Here  thev  went  down  :  Oh  !  I'll  dig,  dig  the  Den  up. 
You  fhan't  delude  me  thus.     Hoa,  Jaffier,  jaffier, 
Peep  up,  and  give  me  om  a  Look.     I  have  him  ! 
I've  got  him,  Father  :  Oh  !  now  how  I'll  fmuggle  him ! 
My  Love  !  my  Dea~!  my  Bleffing  !  help  me  !  help  me! 
They  have  hold  on  rife,  and  drag  me  to  the  Bottom. 
Nay — now  they  pull  fo  hard— farewel —         [She  dies. 

Maid.  She's  dead, 
Breathlefs  and  dead. 

Pri.  Then  guard  me  frcm  the  Sight  on't : 
Lead  me  into  fome  Place  that's  fit  for  Mourning ; 
\Vhere  die  free  Air,  Light,  and  the  chearful  Sun 
May  never  enter  :  Hang  it  round  with  Black  ; 
Set' up  one  Taper,  that  may  light  a  Day, 
As  long  as  I've  to  live  :  And  there  all  leave  me  : 

Sparing  no  Tea**,  when  you  this  Tale  relate, 
But  bid  all  cruel  Fathers  dread  my  Fate. 

[Exeunt  Omres. 
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